f Jogger

LY 36
LEARN ANOTHER
JET-SET v
SEE CUR CREAT
SELECTION OF AgT
FROM oue FUTURE
ARTISTS
SPECIAL
SEE SC REPORTS

FL_{ T '_-,.-....,

=

MEG ITTERED TRADRMARK




JACCER HOUSE
198

S €  Ackerwoi,
Comohn Nevtow
Likew~ Ouollew,




o T

Till Breen

tbu:ﬂ Sh-oreld (cover)
louvse Mos echfor
SuSoln Lcnﬁ::b . 2
Korer \Uwsser

READ NOT T© CONTRADI\CT AND
CONPOUTE, NOR TO SELIEVE ALD TAKE

FOR GRANTED, LOR TO FIND TALK ALD
DISCCORSE, DUT TO WEICH AVLD CONSIDER

- Feaners macan (151 -1626)

2



This year Jaggper has once again set out to provide something a
little different in the Interhouse Magazine competition. Om behalf
of thoss Inmvolved in compiling this sagsszine, I should like to
thank all those who made it posaible.

To all ths Jagger girls who contributed thelr work, many thanks.
Without your entries this Magazine gould not have been imagined,
let alone compiled. We hope that anyone reading this magasine will

enjoy doing 50.

Special thanka go to Mrs Sheila Douglas who so generously offered
to type the entries. Iast but not least, lshould like to thank my
sub-aditors whose help in every capacity I appreciated greatly.

Fy sinceres best wishes go to next year's commities and I hope that
they will enjpy compiling the saparine as we have this year. 1

hope that Jagger will contimue to strive for oreativity and say the
best house win !

The Editar

Lonise Morrisssy




HOUGE T - B80!

Jagger House has not excelled competitively this year il thoogh towards the
end of last year, the cast of the Jagrer Houss play, under the co-dlrection
of Larolyn Newton and mysell, menaged to excell theatrically above Holt and
Merriman, to gain first place. The play was "0Olaf and the Ogre."

The abundance of green clothing, and the cacophomy of cur 84 voices bellowe
ing support in unison at both the Interhouse swimming and hockey competitions,
has, this year been quite an overwhelaing experience for anyone not totally
involved in school traditions. I want to thank the S5td £'n and all the other
new girleg who have gulckly caught onto the Jagger spirit and have settled
down very well. Keep it going !! Unfortunstely, the results for thé two
competitions were mot quite what we wished for, but the rest of the House
certainly made the teams feel that :

“It's not the winning, but the taking part, that roally counts 11!

On the sports side, wn have two Western FProvince Junior sportawomen; Monigue
Biebuyck (3td 8) for swimming and Sarah Cross (Std 6) for squash. Well Dons I}
Jagger has some promising metball and tennis players to be proud of and we
hope that in the matches still to be played, Rolt and Merriman will be suit-
ables oppoaition.

Caroline Marten is at presant preparing ths House for the Inter-House Musie
Competition and we are sure she will do very well. Academicaliy, Jagger has
not done too bedly and, although we still have to beat Merriman, in oversll
results, one member of the House, Linds Willis (Std 6) has managed to obtain
the highest aggregate in the school, for each mark-reading. Kerynne French
(Std 7) is alse to be commended on her consistent good work. Congratulations
to both.

Uur termly colleetlon of charity money still continues, and last term I was
happy to send off one deque to the African Scholar's Fund and another to
School Fesdings. Both charitles appreciate ocur continual support.

Finally, I would like to thank Mre McoCormick and the other Jagger Staff Mem-

bers for their support and guidance. (h yes, a quick welcome to Jeanie Erown,
A visiting APS student, who has wisely joined Jagger for her brief stay here.
To louise, Earren, Luana and Dot, thank you for the hard work and effort that

has gone into producing this magaszine.

feep it up Jagger and we'll give the other Houses something to feel G REEN
about 11!

With love

Suzanne Ackerman
(Head of House)

- House Prefects =

Marjorie Fllmar
Carolyn Newton
IHlian Dudley
Mandl Scott
Viel Fuxter

Ann Whiting




dWINMKING REFORT

Captain : Mandi Soott

It is swimming season again and Jagger takes to the pool.
Swimming, walking, wallowing or paddling from ome end to
the other, the Jagger spirit urges the swimmers on. A
green masa of bodies mand colours line half the length of
the pool. Mouths are continuousaly open, whether ainging
or chesring. Laughing faces, sailing faces - this is the
ploture vhich greets the eys of the spectators, as thay
sagerly take thelr places.

Bang ! The Inter-House Swimming Gala of 1980 has begun.
Good luck to mll, =ay the best team win.

Although Jagger did pot take the trophy, they put up an
heroic and ftremendous fight. Congratulations go especi-
ally to Fonique Blebuyck, who broke several records and
took home several trophies = what would we do without wou,
Monique?

Az I have said, the team swam superbly and was a threat
to Holt from begining to end: A most enjoyahle afternoon
was spent by all:. On my behalf, I would like to thank
all those hard-working hands who made the smooth running
of the galan possible.

Wall done, Jagmer, we will win yet !}




HAPPY TACGCER FACES

AT THE SLIMMING CALA






“LOVE FROM JUDY" - WHAT WE GCATNED FROM THE WECOLE EXPERTENCE
U. Douglas Shad 9

When our rehearsals for 'love from Judy' started, I think sach individual
realised that a lot of hard work would be needed. However, there were
scme people, and there will always be this type of person, who belleved
that & play is a big joke and sometimes being able to get out of the
'"boarding house lifel' Songs that needed to be rehearsed were only for
fun, and not something real.

The atmosphere at our first few rehearsals felt really awkward, All the
girle sat on the right hand side of the ball, giggling and chatting, while
the boys stared at us with both shock and amasement at such & bizarre ool-
lection of females. (I can remember wondering if the situation would sver
settle down into a more relayed atmosphers!)

As our director becgme more and more hysterical with the status quo, the
cast finally began to work together. The girls began to realize that boys
were also human and red, and not something to worship. Slowly the saperate
groups mingled togother, until the last few weeks of rehesarsals, vhen every-
one was themselves. Short romances took places, which added to the [un of
watohing the envious one's faceal

When 1 think or speak of the play, the first thing that comes to mind is
the fact that the gquestion of age was something of trivial importance and
yet %o teenagers lo usually extremely important.

We loarnt how boys worked together. Nothing stopped them from talking about
rughy and motorbikes! Everyone aged mentally as we realized that it was up
to us as children, to behave like adults, backstage or not. The cast worked
Bs A team and without this spirit, ths show would have been a failure.

Boing the youngest in a family of glrls, and attending & girls' school,
helped me to see a definite logic in males in penersl and not only from my
understanding father. The fact that the boye in the play were all from
good schools and uwniversities, meant to us that they too, knew wrong from
right, even though boye are supposed to be rebellions.

"Love from Judy' wee an education, whieh I'1l alvays remember. Ieing ina
production means fun, hard work and learning to understand everyone's pro-
blems, including the director's !
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DIE OU BEDELAAR OF IR STAAATHOZK Tisa van der Hoorn Shd ¥

Iie ou bedelasar 18 met "n koerant van serglister cor sy gesig enslaap. Sonop-
koms is net verby em dit gman “n heerlike somersdag wees - nie dat dit enige
verakil vir dis bedslasr mask nie.

fy word vakker met die gedreun van die motors en mense wat almal werk toa gaan.
Dit sou snaaks wees om in ‘n motor te Ty, dink hy. Hy neeam “n ou vuurhoutjie
uit oy sak uit en begin stadiy danraan te kou. Hy kyk na al die ryk mense
gekles in hul mooi, skoon klere. Hy het net “n ou jas, n vuil hoed,'n gebreekte
panr skoens, n hemp en broek. BHy het nooit gebad nile, masr soms was hy sy gesig
by 'n stroompie in die park.

Sops gee mense hom kos of geld, maar daar is bale das wanneer hy sonder kos
moet kKlaarkom. As hy bale honger is, neam hy sy fluitjie, wt hy In die straat
gevind het; an alt op die straathosk en speel dnarmee. mf!' g8y hoed voor hom
neer in die hoop dat lemand 'n pasr sente daarin sl gool. Baie mense dink dat
hulle gelukkig ia omdat hulle baie geld het, maar hy is gelukkig in sy hart en
weet dat baie geld wét ongeluk in n mens se lewe kan bring.

Sy enigate goole vrisnd ia sy muis, Pepai. By het haar byna dood op die sy=
Jie pevind. Hy het haar gedokter en 1 bietjie van sy eie kos aan haar
geged. Stadig het sy beter geword. ©Snags hou hulle meksar wirm, al s Pepai

g0 klein.

Dis straathoek is sy "huis.' OSnags speel hy met Bpal endaarna gaan hulle pasm
slaap, gelukkiz en tevrede met hul lewens.




EE DINE HOG ALTYD AAN DIE OU SEVELAAN J. Bvidsten

Ek het hom op 'n warm dag in die somer ontmosts.
Uit wvas po warm dat as n mens sonder skoesne ap
die stofpasie geloop het, het J¥y Jou woete ver-
brand. Ek het bealuit om n koeldrank by die
kleln winkeltjie te gaan koop. Dit was baie
gtil en koal binne-in die winkel en die klip=
vlioer het amper sag ander my voete gevoel., Ex
het vir dis groen kosldrank én 'n appel betaal
en buite in die helder sonsiyn ingestap.

Dit was po warzm dat 'n mens amper nis kon asem-
hael nis. Ex het 'n lang ruk die yskous bottsl
in my hand vasgehou, voordat ek begin drink het.
Bk het die bottel na my lippe opgebring =n my oF
halfl toegemaak. Toe het sk hom gesien. Hy hat
buite dies poskantoor gesit. 5y klere wvas bale
oud, meayr daar was ists trotas in die maniar
waarop hy hulle gedra het. 3y off was toe en sy
hande het rustis in sy skoot gelf. Langs hom
was gy bedelaarshoed.

Iets het my nader gelok en ek het naby hom gaan
stasn. Hy hei sy of copgemsak en 'n comblik na
my gekyk. Toe het hy peglimlag. 3y hele geslg
het jonger geword o daar was 'm lig in ey of. Sy
geaigy het niks pevra nie, dit was net vriendelik.
By het geglimlag omdet , alhoewsl hy oud en ek
Jonk wvas, moss ons altwee weens die hitte ly.

Inis was daar iests: tussen ons.

Vimnig het ek langs hom gann sit om hom my appel
gegea. Hy het dit somder n woord, maar met 'n
groot glimlag, geneem. Kk het saam met hom gesit
totdat ek my koeldrank klmar gedrink het. Ons
het niks gesf nie, maar ons was sonder twyfel
vriende. Ex het opgestaan en begin huis toe loop.
Ek het hom nie weer gesien nie, masr ek dink nog
altyd asn dis ou bedelaasr.

Sk T




FOOTSTEPS L. Bettison =¥

The night was cold and the wind howled round the sntrance of the cave. Outs
gide it was snowing hard and the entrance to the cave was getting smaller.
But I wvas too tired to care, all I wanted to do was sleep ... B=l-g-@g=p..
wsasB=l=@=@=T,

A bird oried out and 1 awoke suddenly.: I sat up and loocked outside. Tha
glare vas stunning and 1 was blinded for a few meconds, but I got up and
shook my frozen sleeping bag and stuffed my little stove, a packet of mup,
arnd a box of matches into my rucksack. I stumbled cutside and saw a lonely
bird glide past and then I realized that I was lomely too.

Two days before, six of us had set out on a challenging escapade through an
sasiar section of the Himalayan Mountaine. We had struek & bBlizard and T
was leading the vay. OSuldenly I was blinded by a thicker sheet of snow and
1 felt myself tumbling down into a large dark tomb of ice. When I regained
consciousness, I found my equipment onharmed. Al I wanted to do was get
away from that eerie place and so I followed the only posaible escape path
which eventually led m to the cave where 1 slept as 1t was dark and I waa
exhaus ted.

1 decided that I just had to carry on walking, so I headed for the horizon.
tater that day, after hours of wvalking, I came across some large lootprints
in the spmow. 1 was relleved am I was certain that the prints belonged to
one of the other membera of =y party.

I trudged wearily om, telling myeelf that I was nearly theres, but I had to
stop as my stomsch groaned with hunger. I demolished the soup and went on
my way, hoping 1 wvas nearly there.

In the svening, I notliced that thoere was anly ons track of footprints. My
hﬂl.l‘t MI- Cﬂ! I:If 'LhEIII: oust ]131'!- d.iﬂ"i' m @ & & @® = 31.'H:[’EI|.1H there
wae & hideous growling from behind me. I turmed around. BHRot more than two
metres awvay, a huge polar bear towered above me, his vicious teeth showing
and his long claws streteched out. I backed away, but he kept approaching
me: I threw down sy rucksack and {ts contents tumbled sut. Then suddenly
I had an idea. I crawled towards the sack and grabbed the gam stove and
box of mateheas. Then I punctured the eyclinder with my fork, struck a
match and 1it the zas. The bear was now about one metre avay from me. I
burled the tin at him and the fire llared up. He turned and ran; the stump
of his tail between his legs. I flopped down; and after a few seconds;
looked up to check that he had gone. And there; far away, running towards me
were five little figures.




HADTO  HANSON Carolyn Bewton Shd 1O

"Cape Town Hadie, Cape Town Hadio, Cape Town Hadio. This is Zulu Slerra (me
Tango. 1 say again, this is Zulu Sierra One Tango. I have a radio telegram
for you. lListen., 2182 kefs, over."”

My hand froze on the doorknob of the radio operating room as I heard the voice
from inalde. I checked my watoch - sirtesn hundred and one hours. Which meant
that this was the silepnce periocd. Unleas the ship was in extreme distress, no
radio signals should be sent out until sixteen hundred and three hours. As far as
I could tell, the ship was not sinking, and even more strange, there had been

no 'Mayday' csll. Puarthermore, the voice inside did not sound like that of my
assistant radio operator, vhom I was relieving form duty. My mind in a turmoil,

I debated as to whether I should go in or mot. I waited to hear more of the
l:a.'ll..

"Caps Town Radio, this is Zulu Sierra One Tango, how are you receiving me?
Cvar. ™

I wvaited impatiently while Cape Town Eallo would be replying that it was recelving
well, my heart doing amasing feats of acrobatics. Than the message came.

"Oape Town Radio, this is Zulu Sierra Ome Tango. BEadiotslegram begins "The
Orion' midnight G.M.T. in figures one three zero nine, mmber of words in
figures aix four, date in figures two thres of April, time in figures one six
hours, to Mobil Cil hternational. I have this ship under my coatrol. The crew
are being kept hostse by my men and will be killed ome by ome at, in flgures,
one Tive minute intervals starting at, in flgures, ome seven houra if you do
not comply with my request. Fay ten milliom francs to the 'First Natiomal Bank
of Switzerland' account number, in ligurea, five one three two zere aix. Hadlo-
telegram ends."™

A pangster hazd taken control of the radio rooml The ship had been hi-jaocked
while I slapt. My thoughta leapt to my twelve year old son, Jamie, and my
inees nearly caved in. I had left him with Doris in the Tadioc room when I
want off wateh,; to keep him ooceupied - he was an intelligent boy and could

get up to dangercus mischisf if left unsupervised. This stranger on the othar
aide of the door could have dome anything to Doris and Jamie to keap them guiet
while he sent off his message. They might sven have been killed already.

It seemed puddenly unresal and dramatic., It was all oy imagination. When 1
opaned the door I would see Dédris with cigmrette in one hand and boak in the
other, waiting for the silence period to cease, perhaps drinking ome of the
many cups of coffee she comsumed every day. Jamie would be sitting on the floor
studying a complicated slectronicas book; glving me a maughty smile as he saw me.

1 shook myself back to reality. What I had heasd hind been meal, not imaginationm.
The crewv wers hoatapge; the fate of the ship rested on my shoulders; I could send
A mapday signal. I man quietly back to my cabin and dug =y piatel out from the
bottom of my case. I had wery little idea of how to use it, but it was better
than nothing. It had struck me that the man in the room would have headphones-om,
and g0 would not hear me coming in. 1 went back to the radio room and stood for
& feow minutes, gathering strength. I opened the dor quietly tut firmly, my
hands barely able to grip because they were a0 damp with sweat. I crept inside
and kept my pistol lined up with the back of the chair, above which a erop of
black hair waas just ¥mible. I wasn't sure what to do next, but the man in the
chair had sensed my presence and begun to awivel the chair round. He remowved
the headphones, and slowly the young but failiar face of Jamie became visible.

"Hallo, Mum. Doris just went for a oup of coffee mand .... crumbs! Whatever
are you doing with that pmm?™




DIE BEDELAAR OF DIE STRALTHOER E. Morrissey o—icl™¥

"Hoeral™ skree almal. Dit was die skoolsluitingskiokkis. Almal het
ult die kKlaskamer geborrel, om n koppie tee te gman lmal, maar sk het
80 gou soos moointlik na die stasle gehardloop, omdat ek per trein
winkela toe moes gaan.

My ma het daardie oggend n hele bladsy vol inkopies vir my pepea, wat
ek moes doen. Ek was besig owm uit Clicks te hardloop toe ek skielik
in =y spore vasgesteek het. Daar, op die hoek wvan die straat het 'n
ou man gesit met sy hoed in sy hande vasgehou. Hy het baie mnaar en
uites gevaarlik gelyk, maar hy wes 1 bedelnar an ek het dus bale
jammer vir hom gevoel. BEk het na hom gehardloop en tien sent in ay
hoed gesit. Hy het na my gekyk en 'n beetjie geglimlag. Ek het met
my inkopies aangegaan omdat dit amper halfvyl was.

Ek het die volgende dag weer daarheen gegsan an gesien dat hy 'n groot
stuk lap om sy voet gehad het. FEk het hom gevra wat gebeur het, maar

hy kon nie antwoord nie. Hy was doof. Daardis mand het iemand by ons
ingebreek en 'n paar juwele en glase gesteel, wat besonder goed was. Die
persoon het 'n venster gebreek em ook 'n glastafel. My ma was baie teleur-
gesteldt en het vreeslik bale ocor hasr tafel gehuil.

Tos ek die volgende dag na Clicks gegman het, ws hy nie dasr nie. Bk
het gewonder waar hy was. Ek het besluit om 'n kortpaadjie huis toe te
neesm. Terwyl ek beslg was om te stap, hot ek skielik iets in die pad
geaien 18. Dit was n man met my ma se juwelem glase in gy Jas se sakke
= dieselfde jao as die bedelsar, dieselfde skoene as die bedelaar, maar
die bedelaar was n kleurling, nie n wit man nie, en die man het nie
stuk lappie om sy voet gebind nie. Ek het dadelik hulstos gehardloop

én die polisie gebel.

Uiteindelik is dit wasgestel dat hy die bedelaar was, maar hy was 'n
witman wat homself bruin geverf het. Hy was 'n skelem man; " [He ou
bedelaar op die straathoek."




HLUE E. French Sha~7
As the rain pltter-pattered against the streaming window-pane, I looked at the
bluish-grey, almost luminous sky. A great tide of depression ebbed itas way into
my mind, seeping me along with its magnetic current. In the background, a alow,
melancholy tune of "the blues™ helghtened the dullness of my mood.

With a total image of blue imprinted on =y brain, a mstel-blue wave washed over my
mind, growing darker as slesp approached and oblivion to reallty had swallowed me
like awhirlpool. In my sleap, I entered a2 world of realms; realms of blue. Each
ane of a different hue and each one symbolising something different.

I drifted along, in a swirling livid aist, into a deep blusness of silence and
atillness. A feeling of sincerity swept through me, making me acknowledge the
aura of profound piety diffused by this shade. Many artists used & lavishly to
depict the truthfulness and purity of the Church. Or, when they were sunk into the
depthe of depresaion, to express the "bluenesa™ of their mood.

Blowly, this serens realm faded into a much paler shade, surrounded by an aura of
ethereality.

At first, it seemed to be pure white, but then a faint tinge of the very palest of
blues became viaible. I entered a cave which was completely furnished and decor-
ated in pastel blues. The walls were padded Iin & sllky; loe-blue fabric, and as 1
waded through the thick, shaggy carpet, I saw a newly-born baby boy lying beneath a
large window into which a light drizzle spat. He was clad in pale blue and his
large ayea - like deap pools of wpter - stared up at me.

is I looked out of the window at the surora of this breaking day, I beheld a breath-
taking expanse, blanketed in snow. Every branch of every tree was fringed with a
bluey crust making it appear luminous. As this ploture began to fade awny, I felt
myself drifting into the naxt realm:.

Suddenly I was surrounded iy & blue of intense brightnesa. Ita clarity was like
the reflection of a perfect day in the beight of summer. All othsr images which
had previously occoupled my mind were overpowered by the profound purity of this
blue. Its transparency seesmed almost like that of the Caribean.

Fy psyche = previously crushed by my blusness of mood and glooa - was now uplifted
into new heights of happiness.

My eyes opened; all around me I still saw that wonderfully refreshing, bright Hue.
Fy cheeriulness had vanished and was replaced by that same happiness 1 had exper-
ienced in my aleep. The livid blues clonds that had engulfed the sky had now bean
awept away, and In their place had left a dazzling new day.




TEE SMELL OF HOT PBUITTERED TOAST L. Bettison SkAE

It had been onme of those nights when it didn't make any difference how many
blankets you piled onto your bed, or if you wore thick, woolly socks or
even if you took a hot waterbottle to bed with you, because it was eo cold
that your wvhole body was totally numb.

The next morning wes just as bad, although I was warm then becauss the blan-
kets were tucked in aound my ears; my feet were wvarm and I was guite comfy
in my sug little pit. Gth one eye open, I watched the gloomy loocking world
outeide. The mountain couldn't be seen as the sky was one masa of black and
grey clouds, the wind tried as hard as it could to flatten anything in sight
and water gushed down the drainpipes. I felt like spending the whole day

in bed, reading a good book ... but then something in the air beckoned me to
get up. A fruity aroma of cooked raising and yeast sifted down the masage
and crept into my room. Then a amell of hot, rich, ocreamy butter [illed the
alr and my mouth began to water and my stomach falt empty. I couldn't stand
it any longer and mo I threw the blankets off me mnd sat perching on the edge
of my bed, shivering. I went through the torturing minutes of taking my
nightie off and got dressed as gquickly as I could into my iey sohool elothes.
More delicious smells wafted through the air, btut now I was going towards
them. -

This is vhat I hkad been walting for .... delicious, hot buttered toast. My
plece was in the toaster and I watched it slowly browning as the warm, des-
tinctive smell roee up into my face. The crisp toast popped up and I stared
at the bubbling ralsins as I carried it to my plate. I sank my hot knife
into the real, hard butter, and it melted glightly along the sides. Then I
gread it over the warm toast, watching it melt slowly as I made scraping
noises with my mife. Ny moment had come and I sunk my teeth inta the eriap,
erunchy crust. The butter squelched up through my teeth and the sweet smell
wandered through my whole body. In betwsen, I aipped at the hot, steaming
goffes bealde me. But it was all finished too quickly and I lioked the drip-
ping tutter off oy fingers. The taste and smell Wingered in my mouth and I
was warm inside and very content.
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LANTEANE

Match

Glowing,

Grass erackling,
Alight, spreading.
Fire.

0. Hewton

JOMNET _

dnger swelling in undercurrents of -pain,
Ripples on the surface; threatening beneath.
Heason has become twisted seaweed, .zanity is slain
By black wavea of wrath, crowned with foam like & wreath.
Un the serens beach of succeas, contentment prevalls
In ths vast sxpanss of emptineas, lgnorance and fatility;
Enowledge and awareness swept away by enles
Laft a peaceful vacuusm of satisfection and stupidity.
RBevolutionary waves in & vhirlpocl of revelt
Sweep across ‘the sun-blesched sand, pission wnimpeded,
Pemolition and destruction, that no sersnity could halt,
Leaving ruin and desolation, and for the precent receded.
Anger at its crest knows no reason or sense,
dnd for all its peace of mind; a vacumm lacks defenoe.

Cs Newton

Hewvolution
Hawp 111!

8. AokeTman




THOUGHTS ON A STATION Mol PFilmer Shd ©

A worm slithered acrosa the forlorn platform, leaving a thin trail of liguid
glintening for an instant in the ascattered sunlight and then was baked into
a orisp shell by the South-Baster. 3alt River Station at four thirty on a
Sunday, and I notice an old woman, four security police, laughing, a red-
headed girl and & alightly intoxieated youth beside me.

A group of coloured "Churehgoera' = = = =
"hg Ja; be gave an UL sermon, but juslmaik, he sure toock his timel "

» « « dressed in pink and satin sashes, dust gathering on the fine lace trim-

mings and soot blackening the pink ribbon in her halr. Do you live for some-

hing? Do you think Cater has a vascillating polioy inm regard to Afghanistan

and Iran? Or does your intereat end at the removal of the "Whites Only' sign

above the beach Iin the cove just beyond the Cape Flata? Does it really

bother you? Truly you can sit here, for there is plenty of apace, no need %o

squash twelve of you on a bench really meant for dx. Words and actions, mean-
ingless, iI you cannot allow them to ating your breath.

Hlack youths, smoking and kicking a football. An endless game in the dust.
Llaughter, {loating light and airy over the tracks, & smile and & crackesd face
in a splintersd mirror. What is at the end of the rainbow? A football? Ko,
it is a pot of gold! What does that help if my I i= dead and my Ma has loat
har jobl

"Look, move over, ocan't you see that this is a "Whites Only' areal®

SJunday afternoon, I should be resting or I could be on Clifton with the "gang.'
Sun, swimming, :aadd, happy full bellies and "Oh, what a beautiful dress you
have!"™ Al] without purpose in the face of the problems fasing -mth Africa today.
But 1ife goes on, why should we care. Surely it the politicians who build

the fature?

A torn petticocat lying on the grase... & lost virgin or a sadistic rape? The
paint on the Station platform is peeling, grey, & symbol of oppression and
authority, dirty, elinieal. My nose prickles with dust which lines my nostrils,
masking that bitter sweet smell of the Station. Alcoholio fumes tell of the
events of yesterday, n shattered bottle and wide eyes show the discontent of

the modern youth. I feel privileged, superior, for what do I share with these
people? I have never known what is like to be hungry and cold. I have never
wanted {or anything, but am I grateful?

The concrete under my feet is cold, my Teet look dirty with the dust which haa
accumulated under my toenails. A man walke past me, looking down and savouring
the freshness and firmness of youth. He slouches, a curved spins from the years
of stooping for others. A girl, red lipetick amudged on her teeth amilea, trying
hard to attrast attention to her bronsed legs. I wonder what her home is like?
Iy eyea wander, my brain numbed bty boredom yet something darts inside me, trying
to understand, to fathom out and find the inner secrets af life.

Tranquillity blows over me, I'm not lonely because I'm alone. A football bounces
along the platform, the security man stands up, defiant. The black youth socampers
towards him, grinning foppishly tut his eyes contemplating attsck. The train
roars in, & muddle of people. The platform clears, solitary concrete forms loom
in the gathering swirling dust.




FUNGUS Lilian Tudley St ©

The sea of lush green rippled as the gentle summer breeze disturbed the leaves. The
previous year I had walked through that same field. The birds, perched in the cool
shade of the nearby trees, were singing. The sun was blazing down on my head from
the elear blue sky. Bothing seemed to have changed dnce the year before. However,
there was a difference. A great difference. Then, svery single plant had been
shrivelled and had a sickly green and black colour. The whole crop had been infect-
ed by the fungus Fhytophthora. It had embedded ituelfl In every plant, living off
the lifeblood of the plant and was slowly but surely destroying it.

As I thought of the destruction caused by the fungus, he field of the previous year
aeemed to represent our world today, and the fungl seemed to represent man's greed
for supremacy over his fellow man, contaminating the world.

In South Africa we have one type of this fungus. It is something that is slowly
sucking the lifeblood of the peopla in this country. It has infected the whole of
the land and the symptoms are clearly seen in the bitterness and fear spread amongst
the people. It is thriving om the greed and selfishness in our rotting socisty.

The greed for supreme power of one group over another group to ensure its own
walfare. This fungus has & name. Apartheid.

There is another Mungus found beyond South Africa's borders. FPerhaps a far more
dangerous one. In the east the Soviet Union has recently invaded Afghanistanmd is
entering Iran in order to further Russia's plana for world supremacy. This step has
been treated with great ressntment by most other matioms, particularly Aserica. How-
ever their feeble attempts thus far to stem the spread of this fungus, communism,

can be compared to someons spraying poisoncous substances on the surface of the leawves
of & plant when the fungus has already spresd down to the roots.

In many African nations the Soviet Union has instigated viclent revolutions to over-
throw the governments, and then alter such bloodehed,; has helped to establish a new
communistic state., Communism is most certainly the lastest spreading fungus of the
world and the one that has had the worst symptoms thus far.

The sun was setting, and as I began to walk of{ through the field. I bent down
and picked ope of the healthy green leaves. Last year's crop had been completely
destroyed by the fungus; tui this year mother nature had seen to it that a {resh
new life had come forth; Do we too have a Mother Hature who will destroy the fungl
and give ns a fresh pew world, or is it being left fo us to use what ve heve to

fight the fungus?




JAWDTST

"loop, manl"™

Rifleman Heyneke ran. He scaled the wall, alithered under the beam, and ran
a bundred meteras to the dummy, plercing it with his bayonet as he dashed to-
warda the nets. Bat the dumsy's slde was slit, and slowly the sawdust began
to slide out. Slowly at first, piece by plece, sprinkling on the grass, until
a little pile had formed, a little pile like the sand in the bottem of an
h'JUI'Elﬂ.EH-l-ri-rll

As the time went by, the sawdupt pile grew bigger, like the piles of raw
pugar at the Durban Mills, where Fatience Mcala drove a bulldozer. For years,
he had used all his power to push around the endless pilea of sugar, this way
and that, taking care that the pile did not collapse. And for years, the Gov-
grnment had besn pushing him around, this way and that, provoking him, but
never ancugh to make him collapse, never emough to cause an avalanche. But
he was ocoming closar, the men were growing wilder, and the sawdust was stead-
ily, slowly, sliding out onto the zrass .

More time passed, and the sawdust pile inocreased, like the pyramids of oranges
and apples lying on Wagter Jacoba' atall. He gased over the Farade, at the
Qity Hall with its huge elock Heking on. He was twenty, and he had only passed
Standard Three. His thoughts were bitter as he gazed at the laughing white
school children heading for the station. A child snatched at the oranges, and
slowly the plle collapsed, as Wagter's anger erupted, and the sawdust was slov-
ly, steadily sliding onto the grass......

The pile was now the sige of a molehill, like the mountaines of the gold-dumps,
where Waiting-Boy Tmbangeni was plcking out the mountain of ore; 10 make & naw
sountain above ground. He shovelled rhythmically as the second-hand of a

elock moves insxorably Brward. 2ot his brain wves making progress, despite all
his setbacks. His brain was moving towards the danger level, the Tinal polnt
before complete loss of comtrol. Behind him, a shower of small stonsa alither-
gd towards him, and still the pawdust was silently slipping onto the Frass.....

The pile had growvn Heger, the sawdust we now & mini-mountain, but yellow, not
black; like the mountains of coal that 2lid along the railway, coach by coach,
from the mines to the 3sol plants. Happy Mzile watched sz the little mountainas
on wheels slid by, one by one, towards an uminown goal. The might and power of
it awed him, he felt inadequate in the face of all this mowledge and skill.
But he also felt jealousy, wiich grew and engulfed him, as he watched a few
aool blask eoals slide off the finsl truck and clatter onto the rails. The snd
was drawing pear, and still the sawdust slid out, onto the yellowing grasS.....

The dussy was sagging: its heart had trickled out and lay in & yellow pile at
ita feet. The blank face, fallen foroward, gazed at the growing heap. The
sawdust was lalling In Jerks now, little groups at a time, Just two or three
pieces; and then one by one, the final few. The Walting-Boys would no longer
walt: The hourglasa was full, the Bour of fatience was up:. The sawiunt
stopped sliding slowly, steadily onto the drisd-up ETasSG..ssas




ANG M. Filmer il i

Huddled figures hide from a desperate wind, cold emoush to chill sven your
inner soul. Imll glances reflect off the darkened pavement as eyes atill
clouded from lack of sleep - black commuters at five in the merning.

The soggy smell of fiésh and chips being fried fills the morning air. Chil-
dren with chapped Imees and oracked lips, yet with undaunted spirits, clamber
among their aldera, bunching together to keep out the cold = ghiléren of the

night.

The black proletariat, black gold, are the labour force of our South African
society, but how much do we really care?. Their alarm-clocks ring at four

in the morning inside thelr shanty houses, wallpapered with the events of

last year and with the smell of paraffin still lingering. Fat wives snd silent
babies with tired eyes, bid their men good-bye. The smoke ourls up slowly in
the drymess of the Free State winter sky. JTelcled grass crackles under their
feet, as they trample towards the factories, frost clinging to their blanketed
forms.

But what do they really feel vhen they see the beautiful houses on the hillaide
= Abundant food and women spending their lives in halrdressing salons and
trying on clothea?

A small boy with spaniel eyes, tripe on the ioy pavement; blood mingles with
the conorete,; but he shows mo pain, for he knows that others have [ar heavier
turdena to bear, An old man stumbles along, Tlour bags tied around his feet
to keep the cold out, his eyes shielded by a woollen sock bearing the nzme
‘*Flerre Cardin - Faris' - a momento from someons's trip abroard. PFaris, the
Foulon Houge, warm loaves of bread,; fur coats; & kand of plenty is so far
romoved from this scene on a dark, misty morming in Eroonstad.

I watch from my bedroom up om the hilleide, sharing thelir plight, feeling
their bewllderment, for what have they done to deserve this privation?

A tall athletic youth, glaring, his eyes alive with hostlility. He kicks =

stons into a pool of wter, sending out ripples, @sturhing the once still and
opaque pool. A black puth, challenging the lawe of our white community, not
eubzissive like his elders, is ready for viclent agzsresalion at every corner.

For this silent anger and discontent sust change, and the acceptance of unjuat
isws which wiolate the very basic principles of human rights, Iz soon to
change and this oppreasion will explode in the face of the very power that
instituted it.

1 look into his eyes;,; yes, they are different to his hunched body. They dis-
play a wrath able to confront any evil force. His muffled footsteps disappear
inte the greyish hue of the dawn, one men among many, ready to revolt.

It is like that day in Sharpeville. A pesacelul crowd protesting agninst the
pass laws, chanting for the fresdom of Africa from alavery, and powsr to the
hand of the divine majority of the continsnt. Women laughing and dancing
Eround the fire In vhich those diabolical offiecial documents burn - an infernc
of pent-up emotions. he frightened glance of an anthority,; a shot is Fired
and all changea. This ailent protest became a holocaust; black bodies spewed
en the dusty ground, already mingled with the tears of 5 nation.

The ailant mnger of m nation ready to rear its ugly bhead. Thes growing dilscom=
tent of & united mass, anew understanding resulting from the common bonda of
captivity. A foroce to be comtended with, it is our gemerption that st deal
with this revolution, not our grandfathers and fathers, by whose hand the laws
weres mads. It is the youth of today who must deal with thic silent anger.




THE WRONG DIRECTION L. Dudley Sid 1O

"Mhird Class single to Tawford, please. Thank you." This was the first time
that I would be travelling alone in & third class compartment, and at tat time
too. 1 had lost my purse, but had fortunately had the good sense to keep a
twenty cent plece in my pencil case. With this I had sanaged to purchase my
ticket, and with it securely Yocked im my hand, I walked onte Pinelands Station
to awaeit the train.

Tired people with long, tired faces and lifeless bodies, stood propped up agminst
the wall, looking jealously at the only banch, groaning under its load of fat

pld ladies olad in bright reds and blacka. The dull suspended silence wvas

broken enly bty their cheaerful bubbling and rich ringing laughter which echoed
through the evening air as their imge chests heaved up and down. A drunk man, his
ragged trousers balanced nervously on his thighs, lolled idiotieally agninst

g pole, and spluttered md ocursed insenaibly to himself. Factory girls and

men in the latest fashions, stood around in bored, uninteresting groups.

Suddenly, all the marble statues came to life as the train rumbled into the
station. I was caught up in the converging crowd and got carried towards the
door and into the already overcrowded carriage. I managed to squeeze past the
listless, swaying corpses and found myself a space in which I propped myself up,
like everyone eslse. As the shrill sistle blew, the train pulled out with it'e
new load, like an asthmatic struggling to draw breath. Through the swirls o
gmoke 1 pould see more fat, old ladies who, recognising their ecue, started chat-
ting enthusiastically once more. The sour stench of a drunk naxt to me suffo-
cated the s=ell of amoke.

I turned from this dismal scens and looked out the window at the passing fact-
ories, vacated and lifeless. Their lifeblood was being carried home in that
train. BSuddenly it dawned on me that there were no factories in the direction
in which I was supposed to goj only housing eatates. 1 had boardsd the wrong
train. Panlo-stricken, I looked wildly around. I deaperately tried to dwalge
information as to the deshindbdon of the train, from a brightly painted face,
and learnt that I was in fact Bellville bound. As a statlon {low by, she ex-
plained that the next dsop would be langs station. Langm StationT I might as
well have been [lying to the Andes for all I knew about langa Station 1

The traln groansad Iinto the station like & beast of burden. I lorosd my way
through the human barrier at the door and was once again swept off my lest to=-
wards the platfors gates. There wers B0 many, many people. I wvas overwhelsmed.
Feople spilled out of the trains on the wvarious platforms and swarmed towards
the axit mates = cold, wison=bar structures gsuarded by two ticket collectors.
Bahind the narrow metal gate, steps led down into a massive dark, dank subway
into which commutors [rom the platforms converged. Ewverything wvas missrable
gend gpray - the asphalt train linea; the huge zinc and asbestos canopy over the
ntation; the cemented platforms strewn with what locked like the previous
month's litter, and the hundreds upon hundreds of people. Of all the dingy
boles I had erer been in, this was the mosi depressing.

One of the ticket ocollectors soom noticed me, came up to me and advised me 'to
walt lor the next train back in forty-five minutes time. I sat down onh =y
satchel and resclved to wait. 1 watched the traine arrive; offload their lot;
arnd leave agaln as another and another repested this procedure. “Their lot™, the
massas; people who do not really matter in South Afriom, Cltizena of South
Africa, each aps suoh an Individual as any one alse, reduced to being the masses.
They kept on arriving, od I just sat and watchad.

From the station I oould soe the township. Little red and grey toy boxes, with
windows and doors ocut into them, pretending to be houses; homes. Contempt for
the elegant Bishopscourt housewife, iln her bumble litile palace and who, when
ahe drives her little daahlings to school every morming in her Cadillac, gives
thes fifty cente for the school charity because she feels, "Oh, so sorry for the

poor, underprivileged masses." As these thoughts crossed my mind, I felt ashamed




/ felt ashamed THE WRONG DIRECTION - continued

of myself and humanity - that in South Afrieca we live with this and yet are
thoroughly convinced that, "We are really doing a great deal for the under-
privileged.™

Another traln drew up at the platform and the ticket-colleotor signalled to me.
I quickly gathered myselfl together and jumped on board. Am the train pulled
out, the ticket colleoctor waved, and I waved back. I waved goodbye, not to
him, but to the complacency in doing somsthing that I had shared with so many
for so long. I had turned from the wrong direction, and was starting out on a
now journey.

A DESCRTPTION OF MR VARNEQOT Vanessa Clark Sl €

Mr Varneot walked slowly down the dark alley alons. His collar was pulled up
tightly eround his neck and his brown; tattered ecoat pullsd around him. JAuburn
hair was blown about From the unruly mop that we his. His eyes werse a hagy
blue and seemed to say "I need a friemd." He had thin, red lips which could
barely be seen {rom under a bush of beard around his chin. His face was full
of wrinkles and linea. Cheek bones stood out; mo fleah hid the skeleton.

A hand pesked to pull the coat closer 4o the fraill body. The hand shook and
the skin hung. Velins, blue, stuck out like a cat inbetween two dogs. Hia
nails were full of dirt and his hand was black &8 coal. FErown trousers clung
to his long, thin legs and the boota did not seem to fit the thin body na
they were bigp and clumay. His bony hand then crept back into the torm pocket.
His weak legs trudged on down the endless alley. They curlsd up bensath him
and his thin lipa sumbled a word. The frall man, Mr Varmeot, whom no-one
gared about, died out there in the d=xk mysterious alley,

Alone.







BLACK _GOLD M. PILMER —hd IO

T™he FPlnanoisl Ez'ﬂ.'l_llhri'l.tl on the Earth had been disturbed by the severs economic
difficulties in the Soviet Union. The Soviets, esnentially traderp in politics
and in business, were an indispensable link in the trade between the super-powera.
If one link broks, disaster would strike the monetary syatem of the world. Con-
sequantly the United Statea had to eliminate the problem.

The towering waves crnshed against the indestructible tanker, 'Sea Flower', the
white orests sweeping away all traces of humanity. It was on a day like this,
when the sun scarcely weomdd the fey deck that Justin noticed that the bicycle
was missing. It wvas always attached to two pegs unless he had ordered the star-
board or portside tanks to be checked. Puzzled, he descended to investigmte,
and in that quiet gloom he realised the risk that his supicions were taking.

*Justin get off that deck, you'll slip off" shouted Captain Sole in his loud
military tone.

*lock, Captain, there's something fishy golng on around here. I can't find the
bike."™

*Come on, to hell with the bike, he Snocker Competition is starting in ten mimutes.
You're bound to win se get there on time," the Laptain's volce showed some hearti-
ness, & tone he hardly ever allowed into his voice; he was & confirmed atoic.

The entire orew congregated in the mess under a thickening eloud of smcke. Any
panaitive soul would not stand this stench of sweaty alcoholic bodies, but for the
bardy seamen 1t was trifls in the smormity of thelr situatisn.

The intercom crackled,™3ir, sir; we have lost all radio contact,™ the radioc con-
troller's voice verged on a hysterical note. There was a thwl and a despmd hollow
voice echoed over the intercom...

"on't move, people; if you co-operate mothing will happen. Be passive man and
Just get it togetherl™

A shadow of doubt passed over Justin, the Chiefl Engineer's face. ‘"What in devil's
name was this ‘clot up to?™ thought Justin. Marten,bis no. twe,; was always quiet
and withdrawn, he just ouid'nt grasp or comprehend this mysterioes situation.

The ghostly voloe continued, "YTou're locked In the mess. Tou'll last a Tew days
an the oxygen, you hawve. lbn't panlie, you'll only usemre! [ have complets con-
trol-over this vessel.™ He continued in a halting mannar, pausing ocoasionmally to
mocentuate a point...« ™ 80 I asked myselfl- ' sy did a erack F.B.I. guy sigm up to
have a joy ride on a super tanker! Before we salled I checked, there was no oll
in the bull .... unosual, Betead the tanks contained TOO billiom dollars of gold...
this {ia & hijack! I can now dictate to the world.®

They were locked in a tomb. The '"Sea Flower' continued it's funersl procession
whilat the stock exchanges of the world traded luriously. Speculation continned
a8 the rouble dropped in value .... when would the gold arrive.

It vas & satelite that picked up the exploaion in intaretiec wastes and eventually
brought the attention of the world to this inoident. Newspapermen rushed to the
soene only to be confromted by Russian and American troops. Divers salvaged the
gold, financiers bolatered the Soviet escopomy. What of the people in the tanker?
What do they matter; they are only ants crawling around,; hostages of the super-
povers in their own supertankers. A hijack guickly settled by n boamb, pearhaps
we should never listen to usurpers even if we do lose lives. It is only by Cap-
tain Solo's log book that we can learn of the human drama - you'll feel sorry
today but surely not tomorrow!




SILENT DELTH

I lie strapped to the cold hard tabla,

my paws stretched out before and behind me,

The steel rods and atraps that imprison me,

hold me down so that I cannot get fres.

My Jaws parted and stretched wide open,

held by steel vices so that I camnot utter a sound,
He stands like & judge about to pasa a sentence
Yet,; it is a sentence.

A sentence of long unimaginable pain,; that I have to endure.
What have I ever done to deserve it7

Will I ever Tun freemd wild again - unscarred,
with no knowledge of the evila of man?

The knife : like that of a tutocher, long, thin and sharp.
He comes towards ma.

Fy eyes grow wide with fear,

it I cannot utter & sound of proteat.

¥With slow methodical precision,

He starts to cut off my hind paws.

Pain shoots through my body like slectric shocks.

I cannot howl for my jaw are fastensd.

Heither can I move to run eway for 1 am a prisoner.
What right has he to take away my life?

To inflict on me the moat unbearable paln.

All for his knowledge

the knowledge of my reation to his action.

My btloeod [lows freely like a river in flood,
over the cold hard table;

He stands in his bloodstained coat,

the knife gleaming in his hand.

Hag he finished? I do not know.

Ha is smiling as he comes towards e,

Is thers hope?

Do I have pome small chanoe?

Then still emiling; he plunges the knife deep into my heart.

Hy death ip as gilent as my torture before,
But only my terror sirlcoken eyes;

now like glasay marbles

Tell the true tele of what I really feel.




PRELUDES T. van der Hoorm Sicl 8

The sun rose. It wam a beautiful day and the quiet towm weas just awakening.
Everything was peaceful ans the splders tapped the last dewdirops off thelr
webs: The [irst birds started to chirp merrily and scon ithere was a chorus
of song that filled the early morning air. It was the last time that the
people of that town would be at psage and rest.

“ars and people started to bustle about noisily as everyone started to do
their own monotonous routines. They had jobm or ware at school - everyomes
worked busily, although not always interested. To them 1t was just ancther

ordinary day, but they were wery vrong.

Bventually the hotteat part of the day was over. Factories were atarting
o close and the streois were filled with traffic. Children had begun to
go inaide, tired after palying with their friends. Feople ware looking
forward to their comfortable homea and the peace and qulet of the night.
Everyone was glad that the day was coming to an end; little did most of
them know that it wonld be thelr end too.

It vas 5.%Cp.m. This peaseful town was Hiroshima, in Japan. The atom
bomt torpedoed dowm, down, down, esger to desatroy the Lnnocent town it was
descending upon. It exploded, ripping up the egrth, and gresdily ate
svarything in its path. The vhole population of Hiroshims was caurht
unaware and atood gaping, unbelieving, at the enormous, billowing mushroom
oloud that started to form. HEadio-active fall-out enveloped them as they
started to run,; trying %o cscape thelr terrible fate; but all in wvain.
People screamed in horror and anguish as their bodies twisted into unnat-
ural and deformed shapes: The dead and the dying lay strewn across the
ground, stlll onoowmprehending what had happened. Hever before had there
besn such a tarrible disaster caused by such a small thing.

The sun set behind the eerie smoldering ruins of the stricken town. “ature
oompleted her oyole as usual as if mothing had happening. No birds joy-
fully filled the air with their song. Instead all that could be heard was
the weeping and moaning of the dying.




FRELUDES Margi Orford S B

The awakened sun kisses the clouds and paints the early morning dew. The grasa
is strewn with pricelem water droplets. The peace and etermal begimningness of

gunrise holds the world in a fev precious moments of breathleas suaspense. A
ghiny starling alights on & branch and heralds the timelesa beauty of life and

morning. A gem glistens in his eye and the wealth of nature is embodied im his
pure, crystal notaa.

Then the ocars and buses and trains awake; the peopls awnke; the tramp stirs
fro=m beneath the budes. The starling looks startled them flies away to attend
to the day's eruption of noise. After s moment's regret of the organised rup-
ture of tranquility, I too turn away, forget the peae and enter the world.
Devoid of atillness and filled with vigour, I wait for the twilight calm
which smrmmounces the evening.

It has come at last. GQuiet once again reigns; and a silencing finger is placed
over the world's lips. The shimmering sky, aflame with life and fire, guickens
the pulse and warma he Hue distance to yellow. A gentle hand cradles my brow
as I watch a cheddar-cheese moon swing up over a hasy horizon. A polgnant feel-
ing of combined tragedy and joy takes hold of my splirit.

It is these solitary preludes which enable me to facge the painful action of

living: The ultimate prelude which ushars us to death; an unexpectied curtsn on
a ona aot play

AFRICA - THE HUME OF MY BIRTH

Tou greeted me with smiles,
amidat trouble that waters

can not wash away.

Africa = Black Africa.

Land of Farbls orchards,

Gtanding amongst bent tress

and Torgotten memories:

Mamories that stood aside for the
Eternal destruction of buman love.
Break [ree, Hlack man.

BEreak away from your suffering.
Africa will wateh over you.




MUTTER (Mother) Karin Reitner il 9

Mutter, glaubat Du die Bomben werden fallen?

Mutter, denkst Du das Lied wisd innen gefallen?

Futter, glaubat Du sls werden versuchen mich lu brechen?
Mutter, soll ich jerst de Mauer baunen?

Mutter, soll ich mich lur Presidentenwahl stellen
Oder soll ich dem staat vertraunen?

Meinet Thi snis werden mich anf die Linies schisben?
Mutter,; sterbe ich wirklich?

Leise klelner, wveins nicht

Hotter mid all beine Alpir#ume verwirklichen

Und all ihre Schuld ifhres kleinen luschieben.

Dich unter ihren Fl#igel nehmen

Im darfst nicht [liegen, doch irelleicht darfst In sineen
Motter wird Dich warmhalten

aie wird helfen die Mauer lu bauen.

Leise Junge, kleines weina nicht

Matter wird Dir ein gutes Mddohen aussuchen

Und niemand schlechtee lu dir lassen

Jeden abend wird sie aul Dich warten bis Du nach Hause kommat
Sle wind lsmer srfahren wo In warst, pab auf.

Hutter wird Dich gut und fromm erhalten

Im wiret immer mein kleiner bleiben.

Futter, susts die Maver so hoch sein?

War : is juat bombe and destruotion everywhere.
One asks onssell whare is the senas of it.




ALLEEN IN DIE WERELD L. Morressey Shal

Dit 18 wear mfre. Ek wens sk kan aanhou met slasp. Ek wil noolit weer
wakker word nie. Dit is skaars sesuur .... ek moet mou hier 18 em pro-
beer aan aangename dinge dink. Flekke wat ek besoek het, toe hulle ....,
ek hoor die stem van Cums, maar dit i= ver weg. "Jy moenle daarasn dinik
nie Barah, Jy sal jouself net wveer treurig maak. EHulle is dood, nlemand
kon dit verander het nie, jy moet dit aanvaar.™

Uie volltjies sing buite. Hulle sing so wrolik. Dit moet heerlik wees

om sonder enlge bekommernisse te lewe. Hulle dink nle eers aan treurige
gevalle nie, hulle sing pet. Ek wonder of dit sal help. Ek moet dit een-
dag probeer. Bk voel lus om nou te aing, maar sk kan nie. Dasar is se
baie kinders hier. Hulle slaap rustig. Ek moet altyd veraigtig wees. Ek
moet nooit iemand seermask nie. Bk moet on ok moet nie. Ek word soma a0
fies dat ok almal wil slasn, masr in hisndie plek ils daar niemand met wie
nk lekker kan praat nie en ek moet al my gevoelena onderdruk.

As dit sewe-uur is, sal die matrone ons kom wakker mask. Bk sal moat op-
gtasn, =y vervelimpe ok aantrek, Hisselfde okoens aanirek en dan sal ak
ontbyt met al hierdies ander kinders gaan esat. Toe hulle nog gelews het,
hat ons om halfazt oprestzan. Humies het 1 heerlike ontbyt vir ons voor-
berai. Papple het werk toe gegaan. Soms,-as ek scet was, kon ek saamry.
Toe het die skool begin en ek het die serste dag terde¥ peniet. I[le sikoal
was wonderlik geweea. Ek wonder of FPelicity en Jane oolt aan =y dink.
Seker nie, maar n mens kan mos hoop, nie waar nis?

Iomand slaap nou onrustiz. Ddis Franoie. 3y het noolt haar ouers geken
nie. Hulle is deur terrariste gesklet tos sy net dris maanfies oud waa.
Ieta het =y pet petrefl ... as ek ook nie

my ousra geken het nie, sou ek gelukkiger

of trouriger wees? Ek dink ek sou treur-

iger wees. Ek moet bly wees dat ok 'n paar

wonderlike jare met Kasnmie en Fapple gehad

het. Arme Francie, dit moet naaT wees om

pnooit iemand lief te bé nie.

Uit is nou amper sewe=uur. Francle ls mou
wakker. 5y plimlag vir my. 3Skielik isdt
n heerlike dag. Ek weel dat ek van nou af
my lewe gaan geniet. Ouma kom vir my van-
dag besoek. Ek moet Francie haar laat
ontmoet. Ouma bring altyd vir my lekiers -
ek sal hulle met Francie deel. Alhoewel
Mammie en Fapple dood is, moet ek dankbasr
vees., ALl Ek voel nou so lekker. Daar
kom die matrone aan, Dit is 'n heerlike,
Ji 'n besonder heerlike dag. Danikie Almal.




ALLEEN IN DIE WERELD J. Hreen Sikal 9

Dear is net een ding in my lewe waarvoor ek baie dankbaar is - dit is dat ek
N kort tydjie saam met my mosder en wader gehad het en dat ek hulle goed go-
ken het.

Ek vas maar net tlem jJaar oud toe ons met vakansis gegaan het, Daar was n
verskriklike motorongeluk waarin ek net beseer ia, maar my ouers gester{ het.
Ek het nie btroers of susters nie; anders sou dit n groot verskil gemaak het.
My tante, & het net een gehad, het vroel¥r in die janr gesterwe.

Een more het n Jong vrou van die Weeshuis gekom. Ek het probeer om haar te
wys dat ek vir myself kon sorg, maar sy wou my nie glo nie. Toe het sy my
van dis hond en my huis afl weggeneem. 3y het ges@ dat ek net twee dinge kon
gasmvat - ¢k het n foto van my pa en ma en 'n kombers wat my ma vir my gemaak

het, sanmgoness.

Iie esarsteding wat die mismosder gedoen het, vas om my komers weg te neem.
Ek het my foto weggesteek; anders sou &y dit ook gevat hei. 4] die ander
kindera het gestaan en kyk en hulle het baie geskrik toe hulle my gesien het.

Ec het vergeet om jou tevore van my beseerings wat ok in die omgeluk opge-
doen het, te vertel. My geaig en lyl is bale deur dies glas geany en nou lyk
ek virskriklik. Terwyl ok in die stramt gel# het, het n motor cor een vanwy
hande gery. Dit lyk nie mool nle.

Ex voel so alleenig. Niemand wil met my maats maak nie, omdat ek so aleg
lyk. As ek met die jonges praat, begin hulle huil en die ouer kinders ant-
woord my nie. Die mismoeder sf altyd dat God my sal straf omdat ek niks
doem om te help nie. Sy wonder hoskom hulle =y in dle weeshuis hou.

Elke nag haal ak dis foto uit en dis vras wat altyd in my hart is, vra ok net
gen keer weer. Hoekom kan die lewe so ongelukkiy wees? Waarosm het hulle wan
my af wveggegaan? Is dear jesand so alleen en eensaan in die wlreld as ok wat
n vriendin wil hE&7




DEUR SEADE EN SKANDE WORD °*H MENS WYS A. Chapman Shel S

Een Saterdagoggend her sk op die sypaadjie gestaan en ryloop. laar
wvas 'n snerpende wind wat deur surg en been gedring het. Ek het ge-
wag vir n vriendelike motoris om my op te laai. Ek het 'n bred,

blou motor aien mankom en die bestuurder wes 'n vrou met baie juwele.
Bk het ingeklim en dasr was T reuk wvan duur parfum. Toe ons op die
openbare pad was, het sy gesien dat sy nie baie brandstol het nie.
Ons het by ‘n klein dorpie stlgehou eén &y het die groot motor volge-
maak., Toe die man haar die geld gevra het, het sy pesf dat =k sou
betaal! Deur skade en skande word ' Dens vys.

By opers het nie geweet dat ek seryloop het nie en ek het hulle
nooalt wvertel nie. EHen aand tos bulle ult was, het ek na 'n party=-
tjie gegaan, maar toe ok wou terugkom, kon niemand my buls toe neem
pie. Ex het begin ryloop en 'n man met n kaalkop en 'n sigaret tusaen
gy lippe, het stilgehou. Ey het gesf dat ek gou moes inklim, want
hy was haastig. Angsweet het op my woorkop uitgestaan toe ek geaien
het dat ong vinniger as ssnhonderd-sn-vyTiip kllometer per ur ry.

Ek het 'n corverdowsnds geluid gehoor. IDie band het gebara. Ona het
heen an weer cor die pad gery en tesn 'n ander motor gebota.

Ek het nlks meer geweet nie. Toe ek ay bevussyn herwin het, was ek
in die hoapitaal; waar ek drie weke moes bly. My ouers was daar en
toe ek hulle wertel wat gebeur het, was hulle baie teleurgesteld.
My pa was kwasd en my ma het gehuil. Bk het baie akasm gevoel. Bk
gal nooit weer ryloop nie. Deur skade en skande word 'n mens wys.




HIJACK M. Orford A B

A menacing hand grebed my unsuspecting shoulder. Another hand oclamped
over my gaping mouth and I wvas pulled bodily into a stinking little
allsy. CHUNCE !

I subeided gracefully into a heap of garbage.

When I regained consciousness, I wan sware of a strange lack of solid-
drity. I put it dowm to my injured head, but then became gradually
more aware of a slight rocking movement. 'This is probably Heaven,'
vas my first thought. I then realised I was looking up into the sumple
of & rifle. Beyond the rifls was a woman. God did mot have guns and
he wasn't a woman. No, this wasn't heaven. kh fact the ensuing hours
were to prove exactly the oppoaite.

I was yanked to my feet; & guttersl voloce seemed to issue endlesa
orders. I eventually became aware of the fact that if I did not obey,
my daughter's life would be forfeited. I was to carry out my sole
duty faultlessly. '"They' scemed to think that was why I had been born.
At the end I began to think so too.

My sndleas ordeal began the minute I stepped from the enormous store-
room in which, (to my mind), some thirty of the hardest women in exist-
gnce were seated. They had no morals, m love except for their ‘canse.’
1 approached the Captain's cabin. He was filling in the ship's log.
Terror Tilmed my eoyes, changing him from Tather a solid, florid man to
& blurred ectoplasm. I couldn't hate him; btut them I thought of little
Eate and I had to. The ectoplasm gurgled and died am the bullet hit it.
I was sick on the floor. Then I ran to the storeroom and tapped seven
times on the door. They explodsd onto the empty deck. "Where's EateT"
1 eried.

A atubby Tinger jabbed upwardm, [ollowed by & hate=Tilled laugh. 1
loocked up. There she was like a tiny senmtinel, only she was impaled on
a pole, about thirty feet above the bridge. 1 screamed.

The one I had thought was Cod found me sobbing. She laughed at me and
want about her buainess of death. Soon they had control of the terri-
fied crew. They were executed and then the thirty tigresses committed
puicide. I cried through the night. When morning cans, I wanderad
through the bodies, marvelling at tha carnmage. Then I came to 'God'
as I had christensd her. 1 picked up her gun and that was how the
military police found me. They concluded the obvious.

I atood trial and laughed when they convicted me of murder. FMe marder
my own child for "Women's Rights™ ss those maniacs had expressed in

their final measage. I laughed until prisem turned my grey laughter
into grey hate.




HLJACE T, van dar Hoorn ol &

I sat in a dark, stuffy oupboard,
chawing & splintered matchstick. I

vas ptifl from sitting in an awiward
poaition for such a long time and had
unfortunately stubbed out my last elg-
arette. Agitated thet I had ever got
myself into the whole business of hi-
jeoking the super tanker; “"The Horlson,®™
I nervously looked at my watch,; walting
for the moment af attack.

Hy twin brother had come t0 me ome night;

confused and frightened. When I asked

him wvhat was troubling him - something

which I now regeet doing - he poured oui

the whole story of being involved in

this hi-jacking and he told me that he

juat sould not go through with it anymors.

He saild thet 1f he pullad out ha would be

in serious trouble with the rest of the

gang. He was in such a state of panic and pleaded with me so persuasively,
that I Finally gave in, agreseinz to take his place.

The super tanker sailed on through the night, the crew umaware of what was
ebout to happen. I shifted in =y position and checked my watch again. It
was 9.45p.m. and the plan was to be set into motion at 1l0p.m. 1 pushed
the door of the cupboad open and glanced around, my eyes used to the dark
by now. My role in the hi-jacking wam to knockF the guy at the steering,
on the bridge, unconcious. Sverything was dark except for the lights on
the btridge. Vagusly I saw the skipper; relaxng in a chalr; smoking &
gigar. A radio was blaring and ha was thoroughly engrosasd In a poTno-
graphiec magasine, not in the lsast concerned wbout stearing the tanker,
vhich made my task sasier for me.

The "Horizon™ had set out from Saudi Arabia, filled with oil to be export-
ed to the U.3.4. The gang of hi-jackers wers also Argentinians but were a
rough, ruthless bunch. They had set out to hi-Jjack the super tanker and
then would secretily safl It %o Buenos Alres.

I erept stealthlily towards the bridge, hidden by the shadowa. I glanced
at =y watch again = it wvas 9.58p.m:. 3Slowly I climbed the ladder leading
up to the bridge. I waited.

It was 10p.m! I started to move [ooward with a baton tightly gripped in
my hand. Suddenly the skipper turned around towards the radio to change
it to another station. I alunk back into the shadows and cursed my luck.
I waited nervously till he had settled down omce more. Then I ocrept up

behind him and hit him hard on the back of his mld head. It lolled back

and ke ..




It lolled bask ....../continued

and he slumped to the floor, unconsciens. I felt I was going to be sick,
g0 I sat down in the dair to steady myself. Suddenly it dawned on me -
who would steer the tanker mow? I relaxed, reassuring myself that every-
thing was well organised.

I was thrown forward, striking my head against the controlboard. I lay
gtunned for & moment, unaware of what had happened. Then I realised ; we
had hit a rock! It was the worst thing that could ever have happened
during an oparation such as this. I started to weep softly, knowing that
this was the end; the whole plan had miafired! "

I woke up, suddenly, and gat up in my bed. The day of the hi=jacking hed
eventually drawn to & close. I had had a nightmare about it - a nightmare
which vas only begining !

DAAR I3 MAAR MIN TYD OCR Inge Jones TheAS

Daar is maar min tyd cor; hulle sou hom vang enm dan sou hy vir sy aisdnde
moes betasl.

Hy het in sy klein, vwuil emerijie gestaan en wag totdat dit donker word.
Hy het nooit gedurende die dag buitentoe gegnan nie, omdat al die vrouens
vir hom galag het osdat hy »0 klein en lelik was. Hy waa sintlik bale
gterk en dit was hoekom die nagmotte wat hy vermoor het, nie T kane gohad
het nie. Hy het hulls gehaat, hulle almal. DIit was ook a0 maklik om
bulle na hom te lok om dood te maak, omdat Mille nie omgegee het hoe hy
gelyk het nie, hulle wou net geld maak.

By het bultentoe geslulp. Op die hoek het 'n nagmot gestaan en wag vir
feman wat haar dienste wou hé. Hy het haar van agter af gegryp, in die
donker bos ingesleep en toe bogin om haar te martel.

Toe hy Elaar was, het sy nie meer soos 'n mens gelyk nis, maar soos n
groot stuk rooi vleis. Sy hanfde en klere was met bloed besmeer, masr hy
het daarvan gehou. Hy het opgevonds gerask toe hy die bloed, wat soon
rool strose gehardloop bBet; slen. Ey het asper mal geraak en die wrou
gekap =n geany met 3y lang mes.

Diteindelik was dit klsar en hy het van haar bloed in n botteltjlie geait
om 'n tergende briefl aan die polisie te akryl. Hulle was so slmpel, hy
het aanhoudend vir hulle leidrades gogee, masr hulle hei hom noolt gevang
nie. Hy het wvan sy apeletjis gehou

en het al twintis nagmotte doodgemnnk.

Daar was maar min tyd oor, omlat goen
spelatiie vir ewig sanhou nle.




YIOLIN POR BALE Susy Muir S S

The 1ittle girl stopped in the street and locked up at the yellow piece of
cardboard that had the words "Vielin for Sale," printed in heawy black ink
on it. The girl smiled, a smile of delighted expectancy. OShe stood for a
while letting the last warmth of the afternoon sun run down her neck and
shoulder, and then with a last look at the sign, contimued along the road,
dragging her satchel behind her. Thie was the scens every aftermoon, when
Liza returned home from school:. It was her dream, and hnd beon ever since
she had seen the slgn in the old back-gtreet smhop, to own har own precious
violin.

That evening Lisa raced up the flat stairs, through the kitchen, past her
surprised mother, into her bedroom, where she began scrabbling in the cormer
of her closet. She emerged holding up an old eoffee tin which she emptied
on to the bed and sagerly began sorting the contents. [Dimes, cents, occa-
ggionally & lucky gquarter. They wers stacked inlpapsa amongst the worn out
gounterpans. Her mother entersd the room smiling and bent over hear shoulder
and vhispered into her sar.

"You won't have enough yet, darling. You dldn't, two days amo."

"T will, I smat, Mr larry's lowered the price,; it said so on his windows; L%
said he was lowering it to ten dollars:i®

Wh, that's good news. Do you have encugh then?™"

Liga's fingers sped over the piles, calculating their vast amount; her
fingars slowed and dropped.

"Ho, no; I dom't: I just thought, maybe it is mearly snough,; just two dollara
more, just two dollarm.™

Mra Folan nodded and patted her ahoulder comforting har. She wishsd she could
Just pull the extra money from her purse, btut she couldn't. They neaded the
little they had for food tomorrow. They were poor, but they mamaged on Tony's
wapges, combined with hers. Tony was her son, only just sixtesn and already

out working. He had never been good at school and was sarming money as a
einging walter. Lizs was the scademic minded person. She worked out the bills
for them and did all the other caleulations they neddad. She wvent to the
govarnment school vhere they taught her, like the other children, in a care-
logs,; offhand mamnner. It was only her brains that kept her from sinking to the
illiterate inartioculate standards of the other children. Ome teacher who had
been horrified by the standards, was fighting to "teep Liza and a few othera
educated. Jt was she who had taught Liza %to play the violin and now Lima was
addicted:. Jhe saved all her birthday money, chore money and other monsy she
might bs given. Liza said slowly and thoughtfully, breaking her mothers thoughta,
"Ia you think he will let me pay eight dollars if 1 work off the rest, swesping
hin yardT"

"S5e might,"” her mother mplled unocommitedly.

Liza swept the money into the tin and rushed down to the shops. When she
reached Mr Larry's shop, she stood still breathing hard as she read the dim




Violin for Sale - {Continued)

again. Then, gulping, she went in. He said yes. He eaid yes'. 3She could nt
believe it. G5She watched him unatick the sigm and pull it off the window. He
picked up the polished violin wnd passed it to her. It slipped into her arms
as If it knmew it belonged. Banding over the monay, uhe stepped cut into the
street oradling the violin. She walked in a dreaam.

The truck driver hardly saw her; poor mite, but as his eye caught her move-
ment, he braked but was not quick emcugh. The violin skidded to the opposite
ourk.

The sign is back in the window now. Tony took the violin back: his mother did
not want to see it. It is in the same place and it still says in the same
black print, "Violin for Sale.”

THE CHEWING GUM MATINEE 0. Newton Sicl 1O

After half an hour we are almoat at the front of the queue. The five boys in
front of us, all dressed in black, desveless shirts and denim jeans, mnd all
furioualy chewing gum, am still arguing as to wvhether the 'chick' they met
Yesterday was called Hilds or Martha. The young couple behind ue have pro-
gressed from Jan's marriage to Monn's divorce. At last the five boys are st
the ticket office, md they spend five minutes settlling thelr fimances. At
lagt thay buy their tickets and go inside. The wvoman behind the glass stares
vacantly at us as we give her the money, and hands us the tickets and the
change without a word.

"Tou have'nt given me enough change,"™ I say, showing her how much she has
Elven me.

Suddenly she comes to life; and through a mouthful of chewing gum, proteste and
argues; until defeded, she givea uas the right changs and relapses into a
vacant stare. The only sigm that she is still living is the mechanical rota-
ting of her jaw.

Ingide, all freah air has long since been vanqulshed and taken relfuge outside.
The stale emell of smoke envelopes us, ln harmony with the stale smell of
people. The originsl eolour of the earpet is almost invisible under ths burnt
glgarette holes and squashed, abandoned gum.

*Tickets please,™ says the lady 2t the door, blowing an uninterested bubble.
She tears our tli~ts apnd we go inte the auvditorium.

PPiockets please,” says the usheretite, unwrapping & nsed plece of gum and put-
t#ing it In her mouth. OJhe showe us to our seats, shining the toreh in every-
ons else's eyes, but carefully avolding our feet. OShe indicates vaguely with
hér torch where the seats are and lears us to ptumble over legs and shoes and
empty packets until,; exhausted, we sit down in our placea.

XK J'i The fllﬂ]




/ in our places. The Chewing Jum Matinke

The film is "The DIeerbunter,” &n anguished proiest agminst the [utility of
war. During ome of its most polignant moments, I am itrying to keep back =iy
tears, while around =& all that can be heard are stifled giggled and the-
pocasional popping of bubble guom. 3

We come out afterwards, emotionally drained. Outside the five boys from the
gquede are standing on the steps. One of them takes n wad from his chgek,
inapects it; and says; "1 avear her name is Eilda, man - sha told ms heraslfl"
a8 he Fflicks hia gum casually into the gutter.







Qniey crapman Sid 9

e re ongaess of
Hea bR il &% accwnd, wi newy (anpemily  lose Iumpachy with  Rim -'

Hentholiff is first introduced to us, by Nelly Dean as "a dirty,
ragged, bluck-haired child." wWe realize That he, although old
enough, was hardly mble to elther walk or talk. Jlmmediately we
gtarted sympathieing with him. Osthy and Sindley woth regected
thizs infant at firet and peither of the two would have him 1n

ved with them or even in their room. Leter on in the povel ,

Cathy and Heathecliff became WVery good frisnds and Hindley wae the
one laft out. Helly interpreted Heathcliff as, "a sullen, patient
ahild, hardensd to i1l treztment. He atood Hindley'e blows with-
out winking or shedding 8 tear, and Oathy'e pinches moved him to

Araw in a breath and open his eyes f he had sccicentelly hurt

Earnshaw disd we reclize that he might have been the
Begthaliff reslly got %o know and love. He treated
a fatper, and the night of his death, Heathelif?

sgt up & heart-breaxiang ory.
Hirdley returned as Mester to Wuthering helgnis and because ha
hated Heatheliff, he intended to make life &s bard as poasible
for him. He drove him from the company of he snd his wife; Franoes,
to thut of the servants. Hindley slso deprived Heatheliff of the in-
structions of the curute and made him labour outdoors instesd.
Josaph, on the instructions of Bindley, flogged Seathellff rep-
gatadly.
One evening, after rambling on the moora with Cathy, Heathceliff
returned without her. He told Belly that she wns at Thrusheroes
Grange, after having been bitten by the Linton's dog. We mre
shown thst Heatheliff was regarded by the Lintons =8 & wicked gypey and &
castawny. He was ordered to leave Thrusheross Grange without

Cathv, who should remain there until her ankle had healed.




Hindley wae furious when he heard Rentheliff's tale, tellin
Hestheliff that the < i he should speak to Caty skall e
endure diamisssl.

When Catpy returned after five weeks at the Grange, shes wae

much changed in appearance, byt not really in personelity. She

teased Heathollff snd lsughed, remérking how dirty he wWaB,,

Beathelif?r was toaken aback, seeing his good friend, with whom he
whs uded to rumbling in the woors, =o much of & lady. He took oifence
and would not even shake hands with Cathy, saying toet he would
not etand to Be laughed at. We are shown here hovw ignorant
Heathelif? is 4nd we sre sorry for Leém as he is uneduceted, willd,
and unruly and Cathy has returned from the Linton housenold wvery
much more refined.

Woen introduced to Bigar Linton, whose company Cathy tends to seek
more frequently, we think of him as & rather feminine figure,
compared to the masculine Heatheliff. Although Heatholiff ie

not very pood lokking snd not &t sll wealthy, we feel sarry for
him, 8s he is in a hopelees situation. Cathy 18 sttracted to
Bdgar beosuee of hie good looks mnd also becaused of his weslth,
She does not love Bdgar, but, a8 8k des to Hdelly later

on in the novel, "I am Heathecliff.®

Bastholif! perked off sn a calander the times Catny gpent with
Bdgur and the time ske spent wlth him. Secause of her spending
too much time with Bdgur, he showsd 1t to her.

Cathy retorted, “"dnd should 1 glways be sitting with you¥? Whatl
good do 1 get? What do you talk about? You =might be dumb, or

a baby, for anything you say to asuse e, OT for anything you do

either!? Heatheliff is hurt by this, snd we are sympathiilc




for him becmuse he 18 so ignorant.

One night, whea Cathy was talking confidentially to Nelly,
Hegtheliff crept in and happened to hear hslf of Cathy'e conver-
sation. He left when Cathy =aid thet it would degrade her to marry
him and he did not hear her say to Nelly that she loved him. That
night Eestheldiff left Wutherins Heizhts and did not return until

LETer,

three yveurs
When Cathy wes sighteen, she married Bdger. Cathy never loved

Bogar, in the trus gense of the word, but she marrisd him for his
money. Three years later, Heatheliff sprearved st Thrushcross Grangs,
He was much changed end although we never hear of what he did durinse
his abeence, there are hinte of him having gone to the army.
Heathollff had lost his stoop mnd his manner was dignified. He did
not seem 0 De on the defensive anymore, but hkad self-ssteem and

was confident. He $old Cathy that he hed fought & bitter life und
nad struggled for her. Becmuse of this, we tend to feel sorry for
Heathellff.

When Hipdley died, Heatheliff inharited wuthering Heights, and
Horeton lived with him. Heatheliff, elthough he wanted to hate
Hereton, had a growing interest in him and iiked him more thah

he cid hi= own Bon.

Maybe if Heatheliff had not had such En unhappy childhood, he

would have been & better, kinder person instead of being so orusl

and wicked, But even after all hps wrong doings, we never go

toually againet him. Ath the end when Heatheliff is hauntad by
Cathy's ghost ta the point where he doee not svan know he exdisto.
We tend to forget 211 he did, and are sad for him, Heatheliff

dies at an early age - of what, Dr Kspneth could net disgnose.




ISIXHOSA M. Malherbe =l &

BdiguMargie. HNdihlala ¢ Bishopscourt. Yonke imihla kusasa nditya isonka,
amaganda nesidudu. Ndiphungs iti. NSdihamba isikolo yonke imihla.
Ndithanda isikolo Zinja sam nguShandy noQyndy noPunchy. Ikati yam
ngussmokey. Ndithanda izinjas nekati kukhulu.

I am Margie. I live in BRishopscourt. Every day in the morning I eat bread,
#ges and porridge. I drink tea. I go to school every day. I like schoal.
My dogs are Shandy and Cyndy and Punchy. My cat is Smokey. I like the
dogs and the cat very much.

K. French ™7

And this is trenquility
Feaace

e

eall this love
seling of total joy
your heart reaches up
touches the heavans
on the stars
on the moon
whole of you

1
i
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savour the beauty of life.

Priends are the smsenca af lifs.
With friendas,

Bothing becomes everything,

Hate becomea lovae,

War becomes peace,

A spark becomes & [lame

Which not even the strongest wind
Can cause to Tlicker.




JOUHR DANS Li Y D'UNE DOMESTIJUE i N, Filmer ok 10y

Il est cing neures du matin ot 4l faut que Jje me léve pour falre
le petit déjeuner., Un ceuf & la comjue pour Jean. Un ceufl sur
le plut pour Paul et les oeuls brouillés pour Michelle et, ah
non; Jj'ai oublid ce gue lé monsieur coulait. Il fait Iroid et
tout est encore nelr, ma chumbre sembie enchantbe avec la Lumi® o
de la lampe gui bouge sur tous les meubles. Je me luve @t

1'eou ot vralment tres froide mais ga me réveille vite,

Les reveille - matins commonce a sonner la malson est chaokigue,
tout le moude crie ot personne n'eost satlsfult.

"o sout mes chaussettes Miriam?®
"Mais j'ai dit que Jje vouluis gue to cire mos clusseursi™

Rein que Jje viens de Jjaire est Juste ot perecnng n'a envie de
manger. Les morcesux de puain moitié mangds et les oceufls restent
sur la table aprits le départ de la familie. Je lals la valsselle
et commence b nettoyer la muison, les cepndriers plein de cigar—
etteadegolitantes, les troguons de pomma, n'arréte janais.

Les blancs ne ae deplalent pas mais lis m"enervent avec leurs pe-
tite couneries.

"Madame' est dejs panti pour feire l'esssjuge d'une nouvelle
robe, done il n'y a personne pour le déjeuner. J'auime bien

a pance que maintenant Jje peux falre tout guand Jje veux.
wjourd'hui 1l fait favil la lessive, c'est incroyable lé noo-
bre de chaussettes que Jean parte pendsnt une journée j'eéspere
gue tout va blen averc lul.

Je suis compllterent vemé apies l'mpres-mioi plein de trawvail,
mais j"61 un sentiment que Jj'ai vralment falt quelque chose. La
Ffamille aime la bonne cuisine et tout le monde est plein de Julo.

La nuit est tres sombre quond Jje couche dans con petit litg
J'eteint la lumiére Jje n'etend je ue vois rien, je ne peuse a
rein, an, Jje dora,







ONE ANOTHER B, Doyle Std. 9

Hunning aimleasly up the days and down the days, we sSeek
{uni another)

A goal to gquench our thirst for an understanding of

(one another)

Where we ore golng.

Stumbling hopelessly, olindly reaching out for

\one anothor)

A DUrDOE®.

We wonder what is being lost and what will be gained by touching
(one another)

Dur ultimste Fantasy whieh forever is Tloating away,

Causing us to leave

{one ancther)

Our dreams behind wus.

BLIND B, Uoyle Sgd 9

if enly 1 could reach back

Through the passages that past tiwe twéasted,
To gaze through my opague window pane

Ihat past breath misted,

To grasp that feeling, slowly drifting,

Iog send mé soaring, skyward lifting.

Oh Painter! take your palette -

Creatv a crystal world for me

Of roadisnt rainbow = coloured things,
WVhere I could chance to glance

At that expression only laughter brings.

Ch that broken butterfly-delicate dream
Like sand through my hand is falling;
Mid=air stalling,

When 1 sturt recalling
How dork it 1ls in bere.







MY ISLAND K. French =™

Very often in my mind, I picture my dream ialand even though I kmow that it
pould never possibly enter the realms of reality. Here 1 enjoy all the
wonderful thinge of life which could never be experienced otherwise. On my
island, I am completely alone and able to enjoy the feeling of solitude.

My whole life is spent at lessurs, me doing just ms 1 please, {ree of all
responaibllities and other hazards of life. Everything here ia ocompletely
natural and untouched by the detructive hand of man.

Tha sarly morning here is a breathtakingly beantiful sight. The whole
{sland is sool and enfolded in mist, which swirls and sways as a [real
broote gentlu blows through it. Through the grey blankst, I watch the
white-capped waves danging to and fro and then lapping the sunlit, glist-
aflng shore. Sometimes the snow-white wild horses come down from inland
and can be seen galloping along the beachfront, their long manes and tails
flowing in the wind behind them. Suddenly,(as ¥ the elock had struck
twelve) the mist lifte and they disappear. I bathe in a small rock-pool
which i3 very secluded and murroundsd by little rocks. If I prefer a
shower, I enjoy an exhileratdng one under a small waterfall which oas-
cades down a ahining oliff. Clothes are completely done away with, as I
am alone here and it never gets cold. Only the momings are sometimea a
little cool, but then the mist engulfs =e and acta as a thiek, cosy jerser,
preventing me from feeling in the least bit chilly. Frult grows abundantly
here, and when I feel hunery, I eat any of the varlety of frults to be
found. GSometimes, when I am swimming, I feel a tump on my leg and look
down to see a coconut or two bealde me. In this way, I have sasy acoeas
to, and am never without food. When I feel like something a little more
subatantial, I go fishing in my gless=bottomed boat. This is one of my
favourits pestimen. Hot only do 1 catoh my fish, but alpo enjoy a glimpas
of the intriguing underwater world of my lsland. The water is lce=blus,
refreshingly cool, without any ilmminant dangers, such na charks. So, as %o
gxplore the sea=bed, I often go diwing. As I plunge into ths glassy depths,
it is as if I am entering another world, an unreal world so full of splen=
dour and btreathtaking beauty that I learn something incredible every time
I venture into it. 1 eollect coral with which 1 make jewellery and intri-
cate ornamenta. Un the saa-bed there is a daszling variety of almoat every
ablour in the reinbow.

¥y life here glves me every opportunlty to make une of my deep Interest in
nature and biclogy. I watch all the movements of certain creatures for
monthe. 1 note everything about them amd in doing o, learn how to go
about living amongnt thes.

My favourite time of the day im dusk. I 51t on a sand-dune everyday at
this time,; with my'dream' world stretched out in front of me, and watch
the great, golden ball alither down behind the horizon, lesaving only an
array of glowlng fingers stretohing upwards towards thes celling of the

sky. After a few minutes, even they disappear. The golden light which had
bathed my island just bafore, 15 now replaced by the blusish hue which
oreeps in, and slowly engulfs sverything, grovwing gradually darker as it
doga 80.

1 gleep on the beach or amongat the sand dunes, depending on the tide. The
glowing beams of moonlight caress my face gently and the stars flicker in
my mind as darkness drawva a curtain over it.

This is my Ttopia !




THE FPHRISONER T Hoidskeme ST

The man walked down the long cold passage. Every part of his bedy moved in
time to the eall of hopelessness and Jespair in his head. The sound of his
footateps jumped off the floor and hit his head. He was not aware of his
wvarders next to him, only of the beating of his head, body and heart.

His body was going to be imprisoned forever now. Gone was the freedom to do
exactly what he wanted or say what he wished. However, he knew that they
could never imprison his mind or bind his thoughta. He thought he could let
his mind wander easily anywhere he wished it to go.

However, as he began to walk along the many corridors of his mind and peep into
the many, many doors, he becams aware that no matter what he saw, the face of
the young girl wvith her eyes stretched with trror and her mouth twisted with
fear, would always be saring at him, whers ever he looked. His mind began to
run at lightning speed down the passages of his memories to try to get away
from the presence of the girl. Exhausted, he threw himself into & emsll room
into which he had not been for a very, very long time. It was a room painted
in bright colours. On the wall was a ploture in a gilt frame. In the picture
he was a strong little Wy, bathed in love and adoration. He was enjoring the
sweet part of the bitter-sweetness of being a epoilt child. However, he then
seemed to float into a chamber of children he had remembered and suddenly the
. Egirl ppeared. EHe rushed out of that chamber and dong that never-ending corri-
dor once more. He passed rooms and chambers and halls, all of which were
filled with his past. He noted with some pride that in each was a trophy
eignifying that he had his owm way in that chamber. He had always had his own
WAY = well, except once and that had resuited in ...

Hes was shown into his cell. He sat down om the bed very quietly. The warder
gtared down at him and mid the little sentence whiech he always repeated to all
his prisoners, "Well, it's hot a bloody hotel, Wt then you can't expect one,
not after what you've done.™ The man atared up at hizm and then down at his
hands. "They don't really understand me,"™ he sighed to himself, but did'nt
say anything. They could never understand that if you were denied something
you wvanted badly, something had to be done.




THE LITTLE OREEN DITCASE Sarah Wynne-Bdwards S48

Paing awoken from a dreamy, restful night by the ring of an alamm olock is
enough to put one into abad mood, especially at those early hours. 1 slowly
glimbed out of bed with the disturbing thought that it was monday amd the irst
day of the month, which meant that a great deal of work would have to be doms
that day.

I wvas seseretary for one of the two competitive computer {irms in my town.
Arriving at work promptly at eight o' clock, I was met by my hysterical boas.
He had just arrived back from America and had by mistake laft a sultcase at
the airport. He explained to me that the suitcase contained all the valuable
sgocret information about the latest computers in Ameriea. He finished off
miserably, saying that if the other firm got hold of the sultcasem our firm
would be ruined. As ¥Mr Dithers, =y boss, had an important meeting, 1 was to
be dropped aff at the airport to find the suitcase, ™A little green suitocase™
was the only clue.

After questioning what seemed like hundreds of people, who etther just drugged
thelr shoulders or told me that they would look out for the 'lkttle green suit-
gase,” I began to feel desperate. At about twelve o'clock a lady at the infor-
mation desk informed me that & sultcase hed besn found and that it had been
given to mn man who olaimed to work with the [irm. A flood of reliefl swapt
through me as I realized that Mr Dithers must have come to the airport himself
to track down his sultcase.

When I arrived back at the office, I was met by Mr Dithera who imsediately
aaked if T 'had found the suitcase. I stood shocked for s moment as I realized
what oust have happened, In a weak volece I told Mr Dithers that the sultcase
mast have been given to a man from the other Cirm, who had heard that it had
been lost at the sirport.

We were altting, drinking coffee in a drosdful alence. Every now and sgain, HMr
Iithers muttered that all his six months of ressarch in America had lead to
ruining the whole [irm. Suddenly the telephone rang and on answering it, 1 was
rudely acoused by soms old man, of hawving taken his muitcase contmining precioua
photographa of his grandchildren. He contimued to say that he had a sultcase
filled with useless scribbled-on paper. I suddenly smiled as I realised that

the other firm must have picked ur this poor man's suitcase, moxkitiierpress
iy chadrbeenrinian vihio had in revenge, taken the other green sultcase; our .
little grean sultcase.

After having collected the sultease and returned it to a dellghted Jir Dithers,
1 set of [ home, thinking that atleast Honday was owverl




MY ISLAND T Hudsteis, SEAT

Somewhere up in the vast and everlasting space of my mind, 1s an fsland. I
was borm with this island in my head and am doomed, while I am ntill in this
physical state, to search for it always. I have a feeling that others too
bave islands, and that they too are doomed to search for them. I think this
becauss everybody seems to be searching for something, and that something may
well be an island likemine. Although I am doomed to search for my island,
there are very few definite, foolproof, stress-resistant signposts or guide-
lines which help me in my search.

1 have never experienced my island, but I know that there is a long white
beach of calmness there, siretching forever. There are rippling and tubbling
rivers and splashing waterfalls of pure joy. Cool lush forests of contentment
and fulfilment grow near golden wheat fields of satisfaction. On one side of
the island are gently rolling hilla of friendship and good humour, which are
covered in every sort of flower. BEsgularly, there are soft rain showers of
inspiration and up in the sky, clouds of gentleness and meskmess [loat abouti
blushing pink and peach in the morning, while during the day, they are pure
and white and at night, red and radisnt. There are also the huge glittering
stars and mysterious moon im the unknown night aky of adventurs. Towering
abave, like hills and plains, are the purple snow-capped mountains of hope and
optimism,. The island is surrounded by a lomg and precious reel of security
and all day long the huge son of love beams down.

This i zy island; the-igland 1 kmow is there. If it were not there and I had
never experienced it, how could I kmow of it, unless the thought was pumped

into gy mind by an outaide forceT However, although I know {t is there, I

Have pnot found it yet. S0 I; and I think many others in the vast space of their
minds; ewim through the sea of thoughte and emotions and get caught up by oold
and strong currents, like that of sell-tcentredness, which looks far away, but

is actoally menacingly close. The currenta which flow towards this structure,
are violent and treacherous. Anger and hates throw you about Qurously, making
you exhausted. Yet you must svim on, for you cannot stop or get out of the
watéers of the mind that flow cold and rwughly or warm and gently. The warm
gurrants oeem to low in the opposite direction to the oold currents. When

you get pulled along in the wvarm currents, ya seem to move furthar and lurther
away Trom the dark structure; which I suppose is another island, and in the
distance, there peems to be warmth and a glow. It is then that the dark current
grabs you and,; because the warm ocuwrrenta do not olaim you, you get pulled awey.
I wonder if that glow is my island? 1 wonder if I shall ever find my island?
Or am 1; along with others; doomed to toes about in the sea af the mind, Iinstead
of ptanding on the firm ground of an island such as mine.




LIFE IN A DAY OF 4 DAY - LILY Susarme Ackerman Aol WO

The morning showed signs of the day becoming one of those special, beautiful kinds
of days whan the dew still lay inlwavenly clusters, sparkling in the early morn-
ing sunshine. The fairies hitched rides on passing toads to return to their
boudoirs to recline for the day. The earthworms were surfacing brieafly before se-
turning for more feasting om the underworld. The soil was rich and chestmut-
goloured as eight-legged monsters tracked across the land tripping amd hustling
sbout their businesa. The cat, putting a sudden end to any such creature in her
path, sauntered on home after a long, well-fed night!l

8till, it was the kind of day when one can forgive the evening crickets for working
over-time or the moon retiring rather late, for the am was glorious, and it seemed
to be that someone should softly whisper to the clusters of flowers that their days
had begun. And this somebody did - although theoretically speaking, it was, what
one would call mid-wintar.

Now, the first to receive the message was the day-lily who got it from the sweet
peas who got it from the lemons who . . . . and she was not going to present her-
self to anyone just as she was, and, therefore, spent three hours preparing herself.

It was her day and she was golng to make the very best of it! For hours she had
organised the exact shade of the petals - dark at the centre radisting to almost
flegh-gcoloured on the edges. Every single freckle of colour was, in ltselfl, a
masterpiece. Nelther too small or too large, they imprinted themselves in he
perfect colouring. Life had been eaay up to mow but the time had arrived for the
formation of each individual stamen. Heavens! Did they only get In the way!
Leaving their pollen prints all over the perfeot petals. Finally she felt she was

ready .

After all the rearranging inaide, the covering petals were gaping slightly, just
enough &0 that no ome could look im but smough for hor to bend her dignified stem
to allow for a glance in the murky puddle mext to her.

Bloh, it looks simply marvellous.!" she sxclaimed Iin an untrained voice reaching
four ootaves up the scalse.

With controlled dignity she upheld herself, and the outer petals slowly began to
fall. By this time she felt sure that e whole universs must be walting for har.
S50 earefully they atarted coming, he flaming freckled oranges petals rolled them-
gelves down, and one by one she straightened them out, taking care to iron every
erease cut of her newly tallored [rock.

"lh, do hurry up!™ bellowed the impatient remonouli in unison surrcunding her.
She was completely unperturbed and carried om inm her own way. Now all that was
left to do wvas to ensure that all the tips were down and then the awful over-
pollinated stamens could spring up.

She coughed a blt, stralghtensd the stem, and with a loud yawn scresched :

"Food morning, worldl"™ and when she looked around, not a single eye was locussad
on her; even the ilmpatient renmunmcull had given up their waiting - she wasn't one
af them.

This did not worry her,; this was her day and she was going to enjoy and remember
every single moment of it.

"Uh Jeremy, do hurry up. Du'll miss your busl™ With bounding leaps; he [lew at
of the houses, cap here, bag there and toast in his mouth.

Jumping over the grass and rocks, he made an abortive attempt to jump inte the
puddle,; he tripped,; lell; gt up and caught his bus.

There was not a single breeze all that apecial ‘hn.ut.i.l"ul day; and the sun kept
casting shadows on clusters of impatient renunculi and half-eaten pieces of toast.




HERE IT IS, THERE IT GUES ( A Short history of money) gﬁfhnm
=

Being a typical teemager of the twentieth century, I have a terribly weak spot
for the vogue fashions that appear in the fashion magnzines avery two weeks. My
other downfalls are make-up, shoes (espeoially the Italimn ones) and - believe
it or not - to get avay from that side of life, books! Yes, I am & confirmed
bookworm, and omce I get into a good book, nothing will get me out of my hidey-
hole! Anyway, those are almo my downfalls when 1% comes to monaey.

I am a "darling little Daddy's girl' on the first of the month, as I am about to
got my allovance, that has to last me a whole thirty one daya. Homestly, why
can't fathers be the ones who do the household shopping, and then they would see
how far a measly twenty rand does not go? Also, before this vast sum is dealt
out to me, I am lectured on what a fortunate young lady I am, in being able to
receive an allowance and to have a wardrobe 'full' of clothes. Well, this money
is the most precious posseseiom of mine, until = few days after the firat of ths
month, where it has disappeared into one, or even two items - I{f I am lusky.

Having just received my money, it is here in my hot little hand, but actually
burning & hole in my pocket. What should be my first monthly item? Ch, of
course! HNaturally, what else? The new Darling has just been put on the market,
and then I ocan see what winter things I must tay. So, off I trot to the nearest
cale, buy the magaszine, as well as a chocolate and, of couse, I am thirsty, so
that is two rand down the drain! Ch, dear!

The oclothes are a0 sxpensive, 20 I will wait for next month, to put the money
towvards a really smart outfit. But, as I knew at the time, it would never last
that long. A mew type of make-up has come on the mavket, so I muat try that out,
and what about those fashion earrings? And - I almost forgot - I 'need' one of
those lovely peak CEBDPE ::::.

30 sssss with this, that and the other, there it Pes!




THE STHEETS OF Noweoon Julietts Salamon Ao

I watched the sunrse from my window
evarlooking the tired, wvornout strest
of this unkept city.

Where people cooked under

a tawny tarpaulisn

ar sat in a orouched positionm

on the street,; sampling thelr

rations of rice and mest.

Yes, 1 noticed the cruel poverty,

The orying of babes and howling dogm,
Alley cats scampering to and fro.

I met the poor dead dog, hung up

to dry In the sun,; where it would
pomeday be deyvoured ravenously.

This oity, Kowloon, held my fascination,
The little holes - in - walls which ome
presumed were bargain shops,

Yot even here there is beauty within the people,
wWho,; with their far s=tern touch,
Tread peace with svery step.

HLACK ARD WHITE

Elack or wvhite -
Yesterday life seemed plainly

Wrong or right.

Only man has smeared the black with white
and the white with black.

I thought 1 knew people,

1 thought I knev the way people think;

But today I found out that my childish world
is taking on larger dimensions.

Feople surround me, unseeing, uncaring,

The clouds drift into =y clear horisons.

Why can't the world be uncomplicated

With no hidden feelings

and no onmouflaged lies

like that of a story book, printed black on white.

Hlack or white -
Today I know that life ia a blur,

[F3 o




MODERR LIFE

It crashes and janglea
Like s0 ammy bangles
Rich - they have gold
Foor - brassy but bold.

It has 80 many angles;

mixed love triangles

There are men, here are doves
Young girls have new loves.

It sparkles and spangles
014 men make changes
It is & balm and & knifs

It is our MODERN LIFE.

TEARS

They gather into a glistening sass of suppressed energy
One slips the bond, and is free.

It flows gently over the ocurves, Uwinkling brightly
delighted with ita new found life.

It slides faster and faster,

Wild with ecatasy, mad with joy.

Down,; down,; over my cheeks, until at last it hanga
Poised, Teady, trembling.

A shining erystal brought up from a deep dark mine,
Hanging there it reflects a multitude of lights;
and my sadness.

I should be happy in my sorrow,

for 1 have sat a prisoner {ree.

MADNESS Sus lanfear a9y

I nam caged in my own world

of lonalinecs.

I am different.

“They"” call that mad.

They don't understand me

But do they try?

My mind is in & turmocil

ind I ecan't sort it out alone.
They won't help =

They don't care

Harbe that's vhy thay labsl me.




Put my mind would be satiafied

If T did not kill him

He might kill me,

For which he woilld be sondemnad
But his mind would be revenged.

If neither of us were to kill
We would condemn ourselves for hating.

MOTHER OF FEACE Jill Breen Skl 9

The old woman looks on,

the kind brown eyes glistening sof+t

in their deep-set hollows.

Proud with age she holds her head high -
har ancostry revealinga quist importance
of age=o0ld traditlons.

Har wisened [ace has seen all

the destitution and poverty of the world.

An smpire of love and pleasure

envelops the heavy creases of her akim;

Her face is lined with strength and deep emotion
and her smile shows purest jov.

The human olay moulds ltsell in unambiguous love

a8 she makes her sacred beliefs known;

Sunlight bathes the contours of her face -

the warmth of her feelingm complements the sun's heat.
She lives in a perpetual world of conflicta

but she is the Mother of Peace.




THE NIGHTMARE

1 travelled the dark smoky passages of my mind

I paw all that was fear, all that wnr terror

All that I never wished to {ind

1 stood soberly as tall impartial judges
committed my crimes for me,

Then condemned me - concluding that I was guilty.

I wished to be awakened

I wished for someone to show me the beauty of reality
T™he silver sunlight that once dwelt here

The lazy launghter and the sudden ssaring scstasy

I woke to realize which wes dream and which reallty
And I erisd once more to dream.

TION N. Dudley Sl

When summeT ends and winter's near

the squirrel sets out to fill his store
He madly snatches any nut for fear

that his own large share will not suffice.

His sleep is deep and he content
and naught will make him rise

not even if his tall were bent

or if one tried to open up his syes.

Just so, when man has made his store
(albeit his be by other men's sweat)

He smuggles up and locks his door

(lest these selfsame men demand their part)

dnd not the pleas of those around

nor bending his w1l or opening his eves
will make him see what i{lla abound
and how othera ars left outaide to die.




Eim Jameson Btd 6

He was born at Stratford-Upon-ivon,
in the year [iftesn aixty four.

He wrote plays such as King Lear,
The Tempest and many moreé.

All his plays had prologues,
How; what does that word mean?
There wasd no scenary

go the prologue set the ascene.

His characters wvere true to life

But he was not froe to his wife.

Hia writing was prolific

and really guite terrific.

It brought to hism moch fame.

Yes, William Shakespear was his name.

SHAKESFEARE

Shakespears was a clever man

Hoe married a woman galled Aone

Whether he wvas Faithfol and true ....

I won't decide, I'll leave it to you.

He's well known for his poetry and writing

Bes wrote about love, ragedy amd fighting

Hig patron was of Hoyal desoent

Elizabeth paid hia wages and probably his rent.

IMPRESSIONS OF MAYNARDVILLE M. Orford S8

The wind is cool,; soft and sweet;
I calms the days Testleas heat.
The quiet murmer of voloe and papear
Will be silenced later.

The stapge grovs dark and forms grow dim
The moon shows astora fine of 1imb.
Cascading waterfalls af light
reveal Shakespeare to the night.
The mind is borne from love %o hate
But never does the pace abate.

From fair Juliet's age-0l1d plight
to brave Mercuric's fatal fight.
The sudience savours the thrill
Which draws ua all to Maynardville.




w Karen Visser St Q

We have had emough of human stuff
and find their marmer a fast
growing Hulf.

Aps or monkey all the sams,
Pandigae another name.

Our intelligence iz am experiment
gZeatly to our detriment,

used for the relisf

of human belief.

We are laughed at for our looks
cartooned in dirty books.

411 the same that human race,

we wonder when they fell from grace.

The beauty and pesce which they

have shattered

for towns and cities, as if they mattered
Homo Saplens, where is your shame?

Give back the world and take the blame.

SHUG M. Malherbe 3td 6
The grey old devil

mpreading out wide like a mist

conquering the sarth.

The snake slithers
through the grass
Loocking for food

With his eyes of Flass
An egg or a rat,

a fish or a cat,
anything will satisfy
this ugly reptile so aly.




ERLSONER

Alang in my ailent world

The musie of this world is dumb

A perpetual film where the sctors meke no sound
A conversation, but 1'm no part.

I am lost in & nobody's world

Words 1 long te héenr

Are only visible through lips and hands
I'm thankful 1 can see,

Daily these walls that surrocund
Press cloasr, crushing me, makling & nolse so0
Tet, I cannot hear.




SUPPRESS1ON

The Heggar, clad in rugs

barefoot; he is alone, ashamed

of his profession. Alcobhol is hLhis
wWohkness - no one told him

about the bozards of indulgence,

He is uneducated, he has no chance,
nge opportunities. llie is black.

His feelings are suppressed;

he is & slave to the big white boss.
One day he will explode,

His life is filled with harted,

his dolly charity earnings do not buy him a Tuture
they buy him &an escape.

Religion does not provide a suitable alternative
Alcohol does

He is in jall for loltering.




MISCELLANEOUS




% ‘2 SCHOOL3 THAT DIFFER

Jchool is a palee where one is reguired to go for the purpose of aquiring an
sdpoation. That main goal mounds basic enough, but the way in which it is
schieved varles between nchoole in one's aity, country and throughout the
world. One system of schools is not necessarilvietter or worase than another
aimply beecause it i{s different. One usually growe up experiencing only, ome
systen of education, and since it is the only form ome is exposed to, it is
congldered very practical and efficient. 1 have now experienced two totally
different schools; cne in the United States and ome in South Africa, and this
is what I've found:

I am from Oxford, a small University town in Southwest Chio. Talawanda, the
High school (grades 9=12), is the only one within Ffifteen milea, thus averyone
must go there. It is a large publie, co-educational school with decency as
its anly requirement for dress. I find Herschel © be a big change. How 1 am
in u oity attending a small, private girls school and am wearing s uniform.

If oply my friends could see me now !

Why is there such a differencf Both turmm out well prepared, witty, young
pecple, ‘snd the student body of both schools hate the rovutine necessary o
accomplish this task. TraditionT American schools hold on to tradition as
well, but in different areas.: We have our ammal Staff versus Student baskst-
tall game, Football Homecoming, From, Senior pranks, Student government,

pledge to our flag and so forth. Tradition at Herschel, I bave found, consists
of wniform dress, prayer, Inter-EBouse competitions, ¥atric dsnce and Stafl
versus Student hookey. HNotiee we do have some activities in common, yet the
latiter stresses a formal, more diseiplined form of tradition.

Each set of rules,; poliniss snd slesents of tradition that exists in & school,
are-designed for that scheol. To try and impose one particular-system on a
school, for which it was not made, would be ridieculous. My sehool, with 1,200
ptydents,; with backgrounds reanging from farmers to professor's kids, would

pot respond to the prefect system here. They would also delinitely not give
up thelr freedom of drese. 3imilarly, a more relaxed and informal system
would mot be tolerated here.

Sohool in the United States is the place where the majority of one's sooial
contacts are made. What one wears reflects, spmewhat; on one's personality

and,; unfortunately,; esconomic statua am wall. Such an assesment is not alwaye
ascurate but; never the legs; first impressions counts I'm mo glad Herschel

is an all girls school, because of the flattering uniforma we wear. They

have a favourable uniflying and equalising effect, tut their asathtic beauty. is
limitsd. How many tisss have you been asked out seeislly while In your Herachal
uniferm?]i!

Differences have existod betwesn schools and methoda of teaching for eenturies.
As long as physical, mental and emotional development is belng persued, the
reat is secondary. lam finding ny stay at Herschel to be a lantastic learning
gxperience. Not the learmning found in books, mt that gained through inter-
agtion wvith people - friendships. Thank youl

Jeannie Brown

APS B0




ST _CYPRIANS ART TOUR OF EUROPE - JUNME - JULY 1980 Trege Tores

Hinsteen of us left Cape Town on the éevening of June 18. We soon arrived
at Jan Ssuts Airport, where we boarded a plane for the long, tediouas flight
to Athens.

ATHENS

We arrived in Athens at 5.00p.m. We all felt oclamuy and hot but that 4id
not matter because it was exciting to realise that we were actually in
Gresce. We departed for ocur hotel; where we made ourselves comfortable
and about an hour later we felt that the art tour had really begun. We
visited our first museus.

We walked to the Nalomal Archeoclogloal musesum, where we saw the amphora vass,
black Tigure technigues and other interesting ancient Oresk archeclogical
findm.

A mumbar of us felt a bit homesick and tired, so we laft the miseum and
departed for our hotel.

ATHENS - DELFHI

On the morning of the Zoth Junms, we departed by bus, bound for Delphi. The
Greek countryaide was pretty but a bit doy in some places. I notioced many
shrines along the road, where the Creek women place small offeringm.

¥We arrived at the Fonastery of Casios Loukos. It wae hare that we had our
firat taste of cold sountain alr, vhich most of ua wore not really prepared
for, in our susmer clothes.

ATter wisiting this beautiful stone momastery, we departed [or the little
town of Arakhova, famous for its woven mats and bags.

¥We drove on to the museum at Delphi, where the famous "Charioteer of Delphi®
may be geen. We then went to the nearby Temple of Athens, which Is situated
below Delphi. We went on from there to the Cassava Springs, where we all
drank wveter that would ensure us a youthful life. I think we drank from

it because of sheer thirst !

After settling down in our hotel and having the aftermoon at leisure, we
met again at a local taverna, which overlooked the bay of Corinth.

21 JONE

The tour left Delphi early im the sorning, mech to the disappointment of most
of the girla, who had really snjoyed themsalves. We elimbed up into the hillas
of Delphi, whore we visited the old ruina which consist of templea, a astadium
and an Amphitheatre.

Un our way back to Athens, we were fortunate emough to witness the runners
carrying the OUlymple flame from Olympia. The flams was being takem through
villages along the way, where it would eventually arrive in Mosocow for %the
rames.

Athens aoon appeared again, after a long bua ride from Delphi. We i i:.4
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the famous Acropolis with the Parthenon, Temple of Athena, and the ancient
open-air theatre. We caught a bus back to our hotel, where we relaxed before
returning to the Acropolis for the Sound and Light display, which tells the
history of the Aeropolis.

22D JUNE

We woke early to be taken by bus to the harbour, where we boarded a ferry,
that tock us to three Greek islands for the day. The islands were Hydra,
roros and Ageana. Most of us swam and shopped around om the lslands.

After returning at 8.00p.m., we had supper and then, for those of us who falt
like it, there was a little outing to the famous Tlaks District, which is
Just below the Acropolis. We sat in a taverna where we listened to music
before walking back to the hotel.

2380 JUNE

We arrived in Bome and the first thing we did wvas to buy a Fizza and an
Italian icecrean. e Tour met again after supper, where we walksd to the
Spanish Steps and hed caricature dravings done of us. These did cause a
giggle or two. We then moved on to the Trevi Pountain, which was bussing
with 1ife at this time of the evening.

™he following morning, we walked past the Column of Trajan, the Vioter
Esaruel 11 Momament, statue of Marcus Aurelius, Romulus and Resua and the
Barbarini Palace. We walked on to the Coluspeum, where we stayed for a
while. Later in the afternocon, we walked to the Borghese Moseum, which waa
unfortunately closed and so instead, we went rowing on a lake in a park

nearby .

In thes svening, we took a bus to the beautiful Tiveli GCardens, which was an
unforgettable experience, with sater spurting out from fountains all over

the gardens.
25TH JUNE

This wvas the day we visited the Vatican City. We were lucky to be the first
people to arrive in the Sistine Chapel, before all the other touristes got
there: This enabled us to lock at the ceiling in peace and quiet. We then
moved on to 5t Peter's Basilica; which is a beautiful church. We caught a
bus to the Fantheon and then on to the Fiazza Navona, which is a big square
with a fountain in the middle of it.

Tha following morning we departed for Asaisi, Sienna and finally, Florence.

tnce at Aoslai, we walked to the Monastery to see the beauntiful frescoes on
the wvalls. We were even lucky enmough to see a wedding taking place in the
erypt of tha chursh.

On our arrival at Sienna, we walked around the little town whers they stage
an annual horse race on a big race ocourse in the centre of the townm.

At last we arrived in Florence. We took a walk nlong tha Arno river in ‘the
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evening and then onto the Fonte Vecchio bridge. Iuring our stay in Florence
we visited the Duomo Church, Mediei - Riccardl Falace and Uffizi Gallery. We
alpo paw the Church of Santa Croce, where the tomb of Michelangelo is situated.
We took an afternocon excursion to Flsa to see the leaning tower.

(ur naxt step was Venice, where we stepped out of the station and stralght
onto a water taxi that took us to our hotel. We visited 5t Marks Square, the
Uoges Falace and we walked along the canal. We went on an excuraion to Murano
where all the Venstian glasa is manufactured. The highlight of our last even-
ing in Venice, other than having to eat awful pasta for the laast time, was s
gondola ride through the little canals.

The next day we departed by train for Munich. The journey took ua through
Horthern Italy, on to the Dolomites and the Brenner Fasa, where we arrived
quite late at night, in Munich. The journey wes an unforgettatle expariance
becsuse the countryside was 20 beautiful and green. We saw many typical
alpine hutes and villages along the way.

We could not see much of Munich, because of continuous, haavy rain. We went
to the lembach House, which is a museum of Modern Art and we also bought
dalicious chocolates.

That evening, we departed by plane for Zfirich. We awoke the next morning and
went up the Felsenagg by cable car. It waa very cold ontop of this mountain,
but we were able to get an idea of the city from the top of the mountain.
There was an afterncon visit to the Kunshaus Gallery and then a boat trip on
lake Zurich, in the early evening.

We departed for Faris where we soon made our way around on the Metro. We
visited the famous Hotre Dame Cathedral, Latin Juarter and enjoyed a boat ride
en the Seine. The next day we walked through the Toulllieres garden, past

the Louvre and back to Hotre Yame to listen to the choir Binging. An afternoon
vieit to the modern Fompidou Centre and the Louvre were unforgetable. The

next day we visited Avenus Champs Elyses and the Are de Triomphe. In the ffter-
noon of that day, some of us stood im a long queue to g0 up the Eiffal Tower.

Qur last day in France was spent at Chatres, wheres we went to the cathedral
with its beautiful stained glass windows. That evening we departed for our
last eountry, Britain.

Cur four days in London we were allowed to our selves. Most of us went on
gulded tours to Windsor and Stratford-Upom-Avon. In the evenings some girls
attented showe and filma.

On the 12 July we departed by 'plane for “ape Town.
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NHingteen of us left Cape Town on the evening of June 1Ath. We soon arrived
at Jan Swuts airport, where we boarded the plane for a lemg, tedious flight,
eventually arriving in Athens.

We arrived in Athens at 3p.m., feeling clammy and hot, but that did not mat-
ter, because it was exciting to realise that we were actually in Gresce! We
set off for our hotel, where we made curselves comfortable. About an hour

later, we felt that the Art Tour had really begun, when we visited our firat

IMUESLUE .

Ws walked to the Hatiomal Archeological Museum, where we saw old Oresk vasen
such as & Oreek Anphora vase and many other intereating ancient Greek Archeo=
logioal Tinds.

The following morning we set off by bus for Delphi. The Greek countryside
was very pretty, but a little dry in some places. We saw many shrines along
the road, whare the CGreek women place little offerines, sush as bottlea of
oll and other objects.

We arrived at the Nonagtery of Ossios Loukos befores lunoch. This iz an ald
rtops monastery, situated high up Iin the mountains. The bulldingss are built
in a yellowish brown stome, with red slate rooves. Inside the churech, there
ars decorative mosals works on the csilings.

After visiting the stone-tuilt momastery, we left for Arakhova, which is a
1ittle town pnear Delphi, famous for ii's woven mats and bagas. It wam here
that we all tried bargsining!

e drove on to the Museum at Delphi; where the famous "Charioteer of Delphi'
can be seen and very old Archaiec sculptures, such as the Kouros and Kore.
(Kouros means boy and Kore, girl.) Our next destination was the nearby
Temple of Athenn, which ls situated below Delphl; then on to the Cassawve
Springs where we drank water that would ensure us a youthfml life. I think
we drank from it becaune we were just plain thirsty!

Fresently we arrived at our little hotel, where we wvere given the afternoon
to do as we wighed. We met again for supper st the local Taverna, which
happened to overlook the Bay of Corinth. It wvas interesting sampling real
Greek {ood, such as {etia cheese and Elack oliven.

Leaving Ielphi next morning; we were lortunate enough to witness the runners
carrying the Olymplc Flame from village to willage. 3Some of us were even
able to bhold the toroh for a moment. The runners sach complete a dismtance of
one kilometer, before handing the {lame over to the next runner.

Athens appeared again after a long busride, and we visited the Acropolis for
the Sound and Light display; which deplete the history of the Acropolin over
the centuries. We wers lucky snough to be able %o listen to the English
version of the story, because the following night it was told im French.

The next day, wve left Mhens for the harbour mnd a ferry trip; that would taks
us on & ono-day tour of three nearby islande; Hydra, Foroa and Agesana. It
was & lovely day with the sun shining, but I felt disappointed to see that
these islands were mainly tourist resorts and that they did not have any of
the 1ittle white-washed btuildinga that one reads about. All the girle sowvam

and snjoyed the cool water.

The svoning was spent walking around the Flaka Distriet, which is just below
the Acropolis, where we sat in a Taverna and watched Greek dancing and list-
ened to the -singing. This was our last day and evening in Greece before

leaving for Italy.




ART TOUR (Contimued)

Arriving in Home, the very first thing we did was to buy a Plzza and an
Italian ice oream! Then we visited the Spanish Steps in the evening, whars
we all had charicatures done of curselves. This did causs & glggle or two!l
we then walked to the Trevi Foumtalns, which were bursing with life at this
time of the evening. We al threv coins in the fountain to ensure our return
to Home. The following morning, we wvalked to the Oolosseum and saw many
interesting buildings om the way, such as the Column of Trajan, the beauntiful
momumoent to Victor Emmamuel 11 which we named the 'wedding cake', because it
resambles one! We passed the little statues of Hhomulus and fesus, belore
viewing the old Homan Forum from the top of the Capitoline Hill. Later we
tried to see the Horghese Museum, which happened to be closed, being Tuepday;
whon moat bulldings in Italy are shut. We then hired rowing boates and had a
lovely time on the lake in the park nearby. The Tivell Pountains were our
eveninga entertainment and what a lovely experience that was, seeing the
water spurting out from beautifully carved fountains.

The next morming we viaited the Vatican City. PFortunately we ware early and
ware able to see the Slstine Chapel before all the crowds of tourists arrived.
This onabled us to view the ceiling of the Chapel in peace and quiet. We then
toured St. Peter's Basilica which is a spectacular sight. We caught & bus to
the Fantheon and then saw the Fiazza Navonna, whieh is fregusnted by 'drop-
outs."’

Wwe left Home for Assisl and Sienna the following day. At Assisi, we walked
up to the monastery. We saw beautiful frescoss on the walls and we were even
lucky encugh to see a wedding taking place in the arypt.

Sienna was preparing for the annual horse race which takes place there. Bvi-
dently all the partieipants dress up in medisawval costume, carrying the ban-
ners of all the surrounding dukedoms of old, but unfortunately we had arrived
too soom to ses this event.

At last we arrived in Florence. Taking a walk along the Arno river and onto
the FMonte Vecchio as scon as we arrived, we scon found our way around this
eity. We stayed for four days, visiting the Uffisi Callery and the Church of
Jante Croce where we mw the Tomb of Michelangelo. We went to the straw market,
where we bought some most interesting bits and pleces, and we genarally became
part of the city - even if only for a few days.

We were all locking forward to seeing Venice, and as we arrived, we gtepped
inte a water taxi, which took us to our hotel. 3t. Marks Square and the Doges
Falace were the first placea we visited and in the latter, we saw the cells
below the water-line, where criminals were cnee kept. The island of Murano

was Interesting, where we wers able to wvateh gless ornamenta, vases and objects
d'art being handmade. The highlight of our last evening in Venice, was a
gondola ride through the little canals, spoilt enly by the faoct that our gondo-
lier couldn't sing! However, it was a lovely experience which I shall never
forget.

We travellsd by train to Monich whem we left Venice. This was an exhilirating
ride that took us through the Dolomite mountains and the Bremner Pass. It was
freszing cold and there were touches of snow on the peaks. We arrived at our
destination in pouring rain.

Lar day in Munlch was spent walking around a section of the eity, with an after-
noon visit to the Lenbach Haus, which is & gellery of modern art. We saw
works by Kandenaky amd Kles.
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The following day we arrived in Zurich, taking a cable car up the Feloeneas,
to sen a spectacular view of the city. The afternoon was spent visiting the
Eunst Haun, which housmes a superb collection of modern art and others. The
ballding is extremely up-to-date and we were told that the rooms are all kept

. At a certain tesperaturs and humidity, to protect the paintings. We alao
went for a pleasant boatride on Lake Zurich in the early evening.

Next day we laft for Faris and fortunately the weather peemed to improve.
(ur firet outing wes © Hotre Dame and It was followed by an evening boatride
on the Seine. We found the latin Juarter to be an exelting place, so it was
here that wve degided to have supper.

The resainder of ocur visit to Paris was spent going to the Jour de Pome Art
fallery, which is a minor gallery to the Louvre. We walked through the
Tuillerie Gardens and then on to the Louvre, where famous pleces of art may

ba sesn, such as the FMoma Lisa. We alao took the Fetro to the Avenue Champs
Elynses,; wheare we saw the Arc de Triumph. Some of us even braved the Eiffel
Tover, by travelling right to the top, vhere we were able to see all around

the eity. The crazy Fompidou Centre is also in Faris. This was an afternoon's
sntertainment in lteself, with it's ultra-modern eonstructiom as well as the
gplde showe going on in the square outaide the centre.

Cur last stop wes In London, where we wers greeted by rain wvhieh unforiu-

nately fell throighout our stay. Here we wvere also allowed to do a5 we
wished, 8o most people went to thelr families or on optional tours into the

country. The two most popular toura vere to Windsor and to Stratlord-Tpon-
Avon. I think that most of us will resember the green countryside and the
quaint stone housea and villages that we passed along the way. At night we
were able to wisit the curremt shows.

The Art Tour was certainly a holiday well spent 1




JAGGER I, Matolengwe OvcA™)
Hosane ke ya ho Mark. 0 dola polasing forastata.

Mark ke subtuti mme ne bapala hamonate polasing

hobane rerata polasi.

Mark o rus dipere le dikgomomme hape lo lems poons.
Mark o duls polasing le Maggy lo rua dikpoho. Batho
ba batla dikgoho ho Maggy hobane ba phens dikgoho.
Fna ha ke rate dikgoha kapa kgomo hobane motho ha a
palane kgoho le kgomo. Ke rata pere hobans sotho o
palanms di pere, le Mark o rata dipere mme hoseng o=
palams dipere. He ya dikgomong ka dipere. Motho o
palama hantle ka pere polaning kajeno Mark oa thaba
hobane repalama dipere mmoho. Oa palama mme o letsa
katara hobans ™ a bina.

Empa jwale Fark O tshwara katara ha a tshware tomo.

0 re o palams hantle empa ha a palame hantle hobane

ha & bone tsela. fepalasa kapele mme ke & booa; Mark

o towa tselong twale kere : Hel monma, o ya kas? Twale
Mark o batla tomo empa he & bone tomo. O rutla katara
empa ke katarn hase tomo., Kgele Mark owela fatshe
ruthu Kastara ummm !

Translation {rom Sesotho

FAHM

Tomorrow 1 am going to Marks place. He stays at the fars in the Frees State.
Mark is a brother to me and we play very nicely at the farm, becauss wve
like it.

Mark rides the horsss and the covs and plant some mielies. Mark staye

gt the farm with Magmy« BShe chases the chickens. People wvant soms
chickena from Maggy because they cook them. I don't like chickems or

cows because you don't ride them ! 1 like horses because you ride om thesm.
Mark also likea horses and we ride svery morning. Wo g0 and ses tha cowa
on the horses. A person rides very nicaly in the farm on a horees. Today
Mark is happy beocause we ride horses. He rides and plays the guitar, ba-
cauna we are singing.

But now Mark holds the guitar and holds the reina. He sayn he ridea peace-
fully, but he doean’t see the road. We ride fast but I see that Mark 1s
coming off the road. I say:"Hey man, whers are you off to?"

He now wanta the rein but he can't see it. He gets hold of the guitar in-
stead of the rein. He banga on the road and the guitar breaks into piscas !




1. Happening to use nothing wth point and hand - being bold. (11)
Disclose in mote you lived in a middle. (7)
Degeive while statiomary? (3;2)
Will wnarm partly on the moon. (5)
Stick at vhat the esamstress might do. (532)
Longboat in the kitchen (&)
The law of affluence. (&)
Agent on about weight. (7)
20. Both about night regarding painful beating. (%)
22, Boos, note for instrument. (5)
23 I got a hand from Mabel and her friend. (7)
24. Bake the rice to sase the tenslon. (5:;3:1)
il ]
2. Had Ivan a couch, only parts would bewed. (5)
3. The action is often larger than life. (7)
4. Behave towards your caplital badly and make peace. [(6)
f: Different Ytalian change, note, is old. (5)

listen, usual capital is to be used ! (7)

Girl geta reversed lable and fon and makes a representation. (1;10)
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